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Dear Friends,

We are proud to present the 2008 California Holestdemorial Book. For the past five
years, the California State Assembly has honoredwrs during California Holocaust
Memorial Week in April. Through this project, Calinia honors the lives and experiences of the
survivors of the Holocaust, gives remembrance eantiilions who lost their lives, and works to
ensure that people understand the horrors of géaoci

Inside this book you will find many powerful poryias of courage and survival during
one of the most horrific periods in human histoBtudents met individually with Holocaust
survivors throughout the state of California, foigpersonal connections that facilitated a deep
contextual understanding of Holocaust atrocitiesrough these interviews, many young
Californians were able to gain an expanded appienifor the courage of Holocaust survivors
who bravely endured so much suffering. Their r@mowill live on through the stories told in
this book.

Survivors from throughout California are invitedsiv with Assemblymembers on the
Assembly floor during the Holocaust Memorial Cer@myo This year’s ceremony is particularly
significant as Israel celebrates its"&hniversary on May 14, 2008.

We are honored to have had the opportunity todinate this project, and we appreciate
the support and participation of the survivorsdstits and our colleagues. We are confident that
this project will continue to thrive as we celeleréttose who have survived to tell their stories,
and seek to ensure that the Holocaust is neveotiery

Sincerely,
Ve ) RIS
MIKE FEUER IRA RUSKIN

Assemblymembe#2™ District Assemblymembeg1* District
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Marget Colllers

By Alex Owens and Devon Fernandez

Margot Cohen was born in the big city of Dusseld@trmany. She lived a
comfortable life with her father, Arthur, motheohanna, and older brother, Walter.
Arthur worked for the family business, building rhaeery for butcher shops, and
Johanna was a homemaker, but each of her paredta ballege degree. Both sets of
grandparents lived close by. Her grandfather, |lsaacher father's side, was a well-
known philanthropist. He was very generous, being of the only people to pay for his
employees’ medical expenses. Their family obsermedt Jewish practices and dietary
customs. The surrounding Jewish families were \&@nyilar to her own. She had a
pleasant life and enjoyed playing with her girlfriks.

She attended regular grade school until age 18nwhe was eligible to apply to
high school. She applied to a respected all-gidh school and was accepted. However,
by the time she was ready to go, she was denieg batause of her religion. Margot
never really experienced any anti-Semitism unttlddistarted to become more powerful.
Her parents did everything they could to shield finem the rising hatred towards Jew.
They advised her and her brother not to talk tdedber while in public because people
may over hear it and twist their words. She wasraw& what was going on and
described it as a “vague unease.” Margot still neimers a particular incident where she
was bullied by local boys. They took her books atepped on her hat while she was
walking home from school.

In 1938, the discrimination escalated, especiallyimd) Kristallnacht. Jewish
homes were burned along with temples and synagodues surrounding non-Jewish
families tried their best to protect Margot and femily because of her grandfather’s
hospitable reputation. Despite the efforts of thmighbors, Margot’s family was found
and her father was taken to a concentration camp feeeks. During the first 3 days of
his absence, Margot sat by the window awaitingréiarn. Her family tried to comfort
her, but she insisted on being left alone. Whefirtaly came home, he was dirty, had a
shaved head, was half his size, but he was stié.al

When she was 13 years old, her parents sent hireokindertransport, a rescue
operation that took nearly 10,000 Jewish childremfNazi Germany and placed them in
British homes, hostels, and schools. When the delly arrived for her to leave, her
father took her to the train station. Just themtiher that she will probably never see her
parents again. This was a very hard and emotiamal for her. She was only allowed to
bring one suitcase on the train. However, unlikestohildren, she knew where she was
going. Her father had business deals in Englandfamad an all-girls high school that
she could attend.

When she arrived in London, she met her foster Ifaamd was taken to their
home in Stoke-on-Trent, a town in the Midlands. Theily consisted of a father,



mother, older daughter and younger son. The faahdrdaughter showed her kindness,
while the mother and son were horrible to her. Baitier first night there, she recalls her
foster mother asking her what food she didn’t enMgrgot tried to be polite by insisting
that she would eat anything, but the mother pedisntil Margot finally said she didn’t
care for fish. Throughout the next few days, healseonsisted primarily of fish. This
made Margot feel insignificant and hurt. She stayth this family for 6 months and
upon leaving, she cried tears of relief.

She stayed with her next family for 6 months, adl.wipparently, the family
heard voices telling them to keep her for that lofsfjer those 6 months, she moved in
with yet another family. This was during the heighthe bombings and the mother was
a very nervous person. She was nice, but askeddiéamgmove out because she was
worried about being responsible for a non-familymber’s safety. Next, she stayed with
a poor coal miner’s family. They were kind towaMargot. The daughter was seen as “a
bad girl” and her parents constantly praised Mabgaiause of her good behavior.

The last family she stayed with was her schoohftjeMarjory Daw. Marjory’s
father protected Margot much like her own fathed. dburing the war, they were
evacuated from the south of England and were tbexdiving in Stoke-on-Trent. She
stayed with them until the war ended when the Damvily returned to their home in the
South. Margot couldn’t go with them and insteagyasthat a YWCA. Soon, she got a job
as an interpreter in the US Army and, in Novembelr94l5, she was sent to Berlin. Later,
she moved to Kansas City where she met her huskamdettled down. She has three
daughters, Carole, Marilynn, and JoAnne. About 2ary ago, when all her children were
grown and in college, she moved to California. 8be has six grandchildren, with ages
varying from eleven to twenty-four. All of her ctiien and grandchildren are aware of
her story.

She later found out her parents had been killeml goncentration camp, however
she stayed in contact with her brother, Walter, aradle him move from England to the
US to be close to her. He is now retired in Flondth his wife. They talk on the phone
often and she has plans to see him soon.

About 15 years ago, Margot was invited by the goment of Germany to visit
her hometown of Duesseldorf and was treated likaltp. They invited many other
Holocaust survivors and were very kind towards thelowever, as hard as the German
government tried to make retribution, they coulgeraundo what had happened. During
this visit, she spoke at a high school and pictukser were put in the newspaper.
Coincidentally, her childhood maid from Duesseldoaime across these pictures and
tracked her down. They met up and the maid spblkstooies about how she had risked
her life to take care of Margot’s grandfather atter parents were taken away. Margot
was very thankful that she had a chance to rewittethis woman with whom she could
share so many great memories.

Today, Margot Goldberg lives in Palo Alto and kebpsy by working part-time.
Margot is an inspiration. Throughout all she hasrbthrough, she continues to keep a



positive attitude about life. She spends as mucte tas she can with her family and
enjoys watching her grandchildren grow up. She ibésvell on the past and lives in the
now. The message she wants everyone to undersiatichti the Holocaust really did
happen and that she is living proof of it. She wssipeople will try to prevent anything
like this from happening again.
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By Rochelle Reuter and Carson Applewhite

A Holocaust Survivor Story

The Holocaust was an awful and terrifying event treppened in the 1940's. The
deterioration of a single race and religion is wgéttable. George Heller, a survivor of
this terrible epidemic had an incredibly interegtiand compelling story. George
Heller was born in Budapest Hungary in 1924. Hevgue with his brother and sister and
his parents, Kalman and Gizella Heller. In the cityiere George grew up, his
neighborhood was predominantly Jewish. Budapestappsoximately 50% Jewish so he
grew up practicing Judaism with his family. He wassed in a Conservative Jewish
family. His family owned a small business in Budstpbefore the Holocaust. George
attended four years of elementary school in Budapeswvell as having eight years of
Gimnazium (high school). Religion and education evboth taught at his public high
school.

Life as a Jew was not as difficult in the beginnihg lived within a Jewish
community and was a university student. When he wgamving up, George had
extensive education in several languages: HungaHabrew, German, Latin, English
and some French, This made a huge impact on hisncmngation skills and his ability to
adapt. At the beginning of WWII Hitler did not pago much attention to George's
country because it was run by an anti-Semitic |eatteerefore, Hitler left it to the
Hungarian government to handle its “Jewish Probléfungary had its own Nazi party,
the Arrow Cross. Towards the height of the anti-Biemmovement, Hitler's forces
entered Hungary and took George and many other ileavéabor camp in Hungary, then
shipped them to Austria, where they did intensalaol, endured freezing climates, and
had very little food. Afterwards, they were forced a three-day death march to the
Concentration Camp of Mauthausen. If someone phiggesven briefly, they were shot
and killed on the spot.

At the age of 27, George's brother was sent ta@tblabor camp on the Russian
front and sadly died as a slave laborer. His siwies brutally murdered in the Ghetto in
Budapest. Losing family members is physiologicadlgd emotionally difficult. The
amount of pain and suffering is unbearable. He @arae so many deaths in his family
which only shows how much courage and bravery Gebas. Following his brother's
death, in 1944 George was forced into the laborismiknown as the Hungarian Labor
Service. Following several month of slave laboBudapest, George was sent with other
slave laborers to Austria. His unit was transported cattle car train with no bathroom
facilities, no food or water, and no windows for.aNot only were there limited
resources, they put 80 Jews in each cattle cas. dghised many diseases to spread which
ultimately caused even more deaths. George isderesl lucky to have survived the Box
Cars. During his time at the labor camp, he wasedrto work in extremely harsh
conditions such as digging holes with very litb®d and water. Six months later, George



was required to death march to the Mauthausen @trac®en Camp. This death march

lasted for 3 days without any food or water. Whieeré¢ was a chance to stop, George
would eat grass from the ground just so he wouldtdtve to death. He lasted in the
concentration camp until the spring of 1945 whenefioan troops had liberated them. It

was the fall of the Nazi regime and the fall of genocide.

Once the war ended, George Heller wanted to knowtviMlad become of his
family. His friend was traveling to Budapest, sowes able to let George know what had
happened; when he returned, his friend notified that his mother was alive and had
sent him the address of an aunt who was livingewN ork. Because of his broad range
of languages, he was able to obtain work as ampirgter for the American Army at a
Displaced Persons Camps. Later on, he was workingthfe United Nations Team
(UNRRA) managing the DP camps, and worked ther# that spring of 1946. His work
was recognized when he was given a visa to imnag@the United States. When he
left, he was on the fifth transport to America. &eved in New York with two dollars in
his pocket and the shirt on his back. His aunt mmetat the dock and took him to stay at
her small apartment. She was married, and had agod seamstress. In order to begin
supporting himself (as his aunt did not make mucmey), George became a busboy on
the Lower Eastside of New York for about one year.

After about six months as a busboy, George receavdetter from a program
urging him to pursue college. He enrolled at Temighaversity in Philadelphia, and
stayed there for four years. Two of those yearsevepent studying liberal arts, and the
next two were business. After he completed the years, he searched for a job, but jobs
were incredibly difficult to obtain due to the Gleturning from the war. While still
searching for a solid job, he met his wife and threyried in 1954. He was doing poorly,
while he and his wife were living in New York Citide was now thirty years old, and
applied to enroll to the Massachusetts Institut€exfhnology. For three years, he studied
electrical engineering and computers at MIT. He asgidied at New York University
and at Columbia University.

He worked at the MIT computer center, and then @gbb at International
Business Machines Corporation (IBM.) He workedBitIfor thirty years. Throughout
that time he became involved in how to teach coemguthe chaired the Education
Committee of the Association for Computing MachindACM), for its education
program for computer science. In 1968, he becaMat@nal Lecturer of ACM, in 1971
he was elected to the New York Academy of Scienlcethe year of 2004, he was listed
in "Who’s Who in America.” He has been retired fbe past eighteen years and lives
happily with his wife of fifty-three years; they thoteach classes at the senior center.
They have four children and nine grandchildren.

George Heller's story is remarkable, unique, anfbrgettable. Life as a Jew
during the Holocaust was extremely difficult anceevdeadly. George is one of the few
who survived the trauma and he deserves to be cadwdeor his nobility and courage.
As we found out, his life story is far from ovee s an active member in his community
and continues to inspire others as he has inspsed
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By Audrey Harris and Devon Fernandez

“You can’t judge a group of people because of peson.” This is what Margret
Kanner learned from her experience during the Halst and is something she hopes
will save the world from current and future atrgest The discrimination and judgment
of a whole group based on one man’s opinion is \dthto the Holocaust.

Margret Kanner was born in a large city in Germaajled Elberfeld. It was
divided by a river and had a big downtown with mathools and even a college.
Margret’s mother, father, older brother and eveandmother lived with her and were
very close. Her father, Gustav Berger, was a tiagedalesman for factories while her
mother, Anna Berger, stayed home and took carbeohbuse. However, when her father
became ill, her mother took over the job. “My mathas a hard act to follow,” Margret
recalls.

While her brother, Stefan, prevailed in Hebrew sthilargret failed to live up to
her brother's achievements. Being young enoughay lsome from temple, only going
on special holidays, she considered herself Gerfnsihand Jewish second. She had
many friends and believed her life to be normal.

Once Hitler became more powerful, Margret startedoécome aware of the
tensions between Jews and non-Jews. The friendersteehad started to call her “dirty
Jew” and other hurtful and derogatory terms. Shes Wwaaten up physically and
emotionally because of her religion.

When the situation in Germany became more seveeeKinderTransport started
taking children out of the country in hope of mayithem to a safer environment. Stefan
was the first one in his family to be evacuatedmfr&lberfeld and was sent to
Massachusetts. He was able to maintain contact ghparents. Soon after, her father
was forced into a concentration camp. Her mothes wdormed that if she found a
country willing to take Gustav, that he would béased from the concentration camp
and immediately sent to that country. With hard kvand determination Anna was able
to help Gustav immigrate to Cuba. He was releas®d the concentration camp and was
only allowed 24 hours to depart from his old lifreGermany.

Later Margret was informed that she would have égavé Germany in the
KinderTransport much like her brother. Her motheopgped Margret and her cousin,
Ruth, off at the train station. She was overwhelimgthe thought that she may never see
her family again. Over the years, Margret builteanotional wall to protect herself from
the upsetting memories of leaving home. When Margrally reached England, she had
to rely on her diary to tell her what happened be train. Although distressed over
leaving Germany, she couldn’t help but think, “Maypeople will like me now, even
though I'm Jewish.”



Separated from her cousin, who was sent to DennMskgret lived with the
Howson family in Bicester. (Margret later learnédttthe Dutch family Ruth was sent to
had exploited her.) The Howsons were kind to Margmg they weren’t affectionate.
They owned a school and lived above it. The Howdates took in a 9-year-old named
Inge. Struck by homesickness, Inge cried often Wwiaiggravated the Howsons. Margret
attempted to comfort her when she could. Margrdtlage went to the Howson'’s school
without knowing the English language. Every momiargret's mother would send her
money, which she used to buy chocolate and camulye $he necessities were taken care
of by her foster parents. Because mail was intéecepetween England and Germany,
Margret would send letters to relatives in Hollamalo would then send them to Anna, in
order to stay in contact with her mom. While atiegdschool in England, a girl named
Dorothy befriended Margret and became a motheglyré towards her.

After 11 months in England, Margret’s father mad®ithe U.S. and sent for her
and her mother. Because Stefan was in his senarigehigh school and was offered a
scholarship to Princeton, he opted to stay in Maassetts to finish his education.

As a result of their tragic experiences, her mothecame paranoid and was
convinced that everyone was after her. Margretlle@ne particular day when her
mother came home from work shaking, because shesbad a man with a briefcase
walking towards her. Margret and her mother stadesearch for their relatives and
found out that Omi, her grandmother, was sentdoreentration camp where she passed
away. And recently, Margret’'s cousin, Ruth, wa®infed that her father was gassed to
death in a concentration camp after decades ostigating what had happened to him.

Margret also suffered after-effects from the Holsta Being Jewish made
Margret insecure. She felt the need to tell anyshe had just met of her Jewish
background in order to test their acceptance af her

Margret met her future husband in New York andlegttdown in California,
where they had three children. When her childrerevb®rn, Margret taught them how to
cope by themselves, so that if they were ever aovay from her, they would be able to
survive. Today, Margret's three children live neher and she now has four
grandchildren. With all the things she has beeautin, Margret has also survived breast
cancer. Still healthy, she makes various trips, @mehich was hiking in the Galapagos
Islands. She has also been back to England andatedtDorothy, her friend from long
ago who had provided guidance. Her husband passay 49 years ago but she still
considers herself very fortunate. She has sent ynameards the Darfur genocide in
order to prevent a situation like hers from happegraigain.

Interviewing Margret has made us appreciate owsliand how fortunate we are.
Margret lives her life to fullest and doesn’'t comipl about little things. We've realized
her simple but powerful thought that “hate destrggsl” is true on so many levels.
Hating someone just because they're different iatwias led to the destruction within
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countries, cities, communities, friendships andnewerselves. We hope this viciousness
ends with our generation of young people.
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By Laura Nelson and Annika Flink

Serendipity

Judith Rabbie was born in Budapest, Hungary in Ddis 1941 and lived there
until 1957. From birth till the age of two shedd/with both her parents as an only child.
At the age of two, she was hidden in a suburb afdpest. Her mother was born in 1915
and achieved a Ph.D. in Chemistry in 1940. Shewsted to go to medical school but
was not allowed because she was Jewish. Judatiierfwas a Chemical Engineer and
he was a director of a big textile factory.

Budapest had a very active Jewish community. Jigdittother family was very
religious and active in their community. Her graattier and some of his friends founded
a Jewish high school in Budapest, which is stibuad today. Most of the Jews in
Hungary were professionals - there were many lasvgad doctors. There were several
synagogues; the main one was restored only a favs 0.

Judith did not have any knowledge of Hitler befarel during the war because of
her young age. However, after the war her mothkedaabout the German occupation
often and was very clear about what Hitler didn®e Jews.

As early as 1933, long before the Germans occupliexdgary, the Hungarian
government sympathized with Germany. A new lawMewus clauses” was introduced
which limited the number of Jewish students to thaitted to universities and institutes
of higher education. In 1939 the government esthbli forced labor units and drafted
Jewish men between the ages of 20-48. Judith’seumak taken away in the early 1940s
and was put into a work camp. His family neverrddeom him again.

The Germans actually occupied Hungary March 194 18sWwards the end of the
war, after they lost the battle of Stalingrad aad Imothing to lose as they were pushed
from the east by the Russian army and from weshbyAllied Forces. The Hungarian
government allied with the Germans, and formedoaNm®zi, known as the Arrow Cross,
government. The Jews were forced to wear the welitar of David and were forbidden
from being in many public places. Judith has measoaf putting the Star of David on
her teddy bear.

As mentioned before, Judith’s father was the dimecf a large textile factory.
The owner of the factory was friendly towards Jeamsl obtained exemptions for the
workers, claiming that they were essential workswsthat they could hide out in the
factory. He worked there for a long time until hrelathers were denounced as Jews.

One of her father’s workers offered to take Jubittoffering, “I know you have a
small child and these are bad times. My wife ambuld like to offer to take your child
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in.” Initially, Judith’s parents rejected the offeecause they wanted to keep the family
together, but later, as the situation got worsg tlecided the best thing would be to give
Judith to this couple. Judith said, “They liteyadlave me up to total strangers at the age
of two. It never dawned on me what it meant to thertil | am looking at my two year
old granddaughter - what were they thinking? Whatirage would it take to do
something like that?”

The couple would not accept any money upon takindjtd. They lived in the
suburbs, with a lot of her father’'s workers. Judids only allowed to tell people her first
name, never her last. For the ten months she vae g8he never told anyone her last
name. The father of the house was from Polandmibtter was Hungarian and they had
three daughters. They told others that Judith wesladive from Poland, forgetting the
fact Judith looked nothing like them. Nobody eveestioned Judith’s presence. In fact,
because she was a baby, the workers and theiriéanhived to come and see her. The
mother stopped working because she had to takeotdhe baby. Judith was treated as
the couple’s fourth daughter and is still in contaith one of the daughters, who is nine
years old than her. The father worked all day,dtsd volunteered to dig trenches for the
Germans to prevent the Nazis from coming into tbask. Judith describes them as
“extraordinary people” and calls them her mothed father.

They lived in a very primitive area and had a vemyall house. It was a one
bedroom house, with a small kitchen-living area bomad. They housed five members of
their family and three Jews in hiding. They hadroaning water and one outhouse.
There was only one common shelter for the wholghtmrhood. When the air raids
occurred, everyone would run to take cover. Judi#fs carried to the shelter by one
member of the civil defense who was later triechagar criminal for his actions against
the Jews. He never new Judith was Jewish. Whenidhissg€ame in and liberated
Budapest they could tell immediately that JuditrsveaJew. Since they were friends of
the Jews, they actually gave Judith a doll, sheerebers. Her mother took her away her
doll for fear that the Russian had stolen the toynfanother child.

Hungary was occupied in March 1944 and Budapest kmsated by the
Russians in January 1945. Judith was in hidingdarmonths. Judith did not recognize
her biological mother when she came to pick herghe thought she was just an aunt.
When Judith and her mother went back to their hoits&as all intact except for a
damaged staircase. Her mother sold their house9%2 because she did not want to
maintain a big house.

Her mother never let Judith lose touch with theifashe had lived with. Judith
remembers Christmas, and other memorable occasvithsher adoptive family. On
Mother’'s Day, both her mothers received the samesgnt. She spent her summer
vacations with the family and still has contacthwibe last remaining family member.
She has since visited Hungary years later withowar two daughters and her mother to
show the girls where she grew up. The youngestidaugn her surrogate family gave
her an apartment because she wanted it to remé#ne ifamily.
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It was years later that Judith would learn whad b#timately happened to her
father. Her father was hiding in the factory wheeeworked.. He was accused by a co-
worker taking a vial with poison from the laboratand he had to go into hiding. In
December 1944, Judith’s father and two friends weecged up by the Germans in the
very last transport that left Budapest. He washen“tleath march” through Austria to the
concentration camp Mauthausen. Through it all, h@wneher father was a valiant man.
For example, during the death march, the Germamsedahe Jews that anyone who fell
behind would be shot immediately. One of her fathigrends was sick and wanted to be
left on the side of the road. Judith’s father amdftiends would not hear of this because
they did not want him to get shot, so they cart@d and his pack. After awhile, the
friend indicated that he wanted to be put dowrgvailhg the others a chance to complete
the march and survive. When the Germans passelidbyriend, he was very sick and
looked as if he was already dead, so they justegalsan. Ultimately, this man was the
only one of the three that survived.

Her father, however, died on this march. After Wer her mother looked for her
father for years. She put ads out in newspapefsdoout if anyone had seen him. She
ultimately received one response from a person sureived the march.” The man also
stated that Judith’s father had an infected woumdhis leg and died on the march. He
also implied that Judith’s father gave up - he fadt suffered enough and was done
fighting for his life. Judith said that this wascammon theme during the war: people
giving up their lives because they saw no poirivimg through the atrocities they would
have to face in the hands of the Germans.

The only thing Judith has from her family is a gexf jewelry that her aunt gave
her. When we asked her if she wished she had naoadings from that time, her reply
was, “They are just things.” However, she is veadghat she still has all her documents
from that period. Sixty years later, Judith sayer¢hare still things showing up from the
war. For example, she just discovered a cousinustralia, her father’'s niece’s daughter.
Her cousin brought over a letter from Judith’s &itto his niece in 1941. He wrote, “l am
sorry you will never see your father-in-law agalime way things are going, | doubt you
will ever see me again.” These letters are veryalale to her.

The Holocaust affected Judith and her family ggedttom her mother’s side her
aunt survived but she never talked about the wvdll she was much older. Her
grandmother passed away just around the occupgtianconvalescent hospital. Judith
thought that was a blessing because that way simé tave to find out that her son and
son in law had died in the Holocaust. Her grandfattied just after the liberation of a
heart attack. From her father’s side her grandnmicdine two aunts out of five siblings
survived.

Judith eventually moved to Basel, Switzerland, whghe finished high school
and college. Once she finished university, she wensrael for a graduate degree and
married an Englishman, with whom she had two childrin 1977, she moved to the
United States. Today her younger daughter livedsmael. Her older daughter, a
veterinarian lives in Marin County with her family.
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Hert Roserdiviinn

By Olivia Galioto and Meagan Sharif

A Lifelong Journey

Herb Rosenbaum was born in Hamburg, Germany, 20.18amburg was a port
city and the second largest in Germany at the theeb was an only child and lived with
his mother and father. Just like Herb, his fathas worn in Hamburg, while his mother
was born in Posen, Germany. His father owned a edaté shoe company, and his
mother helped with managing it. His father’'s compdr well and he had many clients.
His father was forced to transport the shoes bgestar. His company, while well
established, still barely supported his family.

Herb attended one of the most prestigious schodtamburg, The Gymnasium.
This was a large school with no religious affilati Herb was one of the only Jewish
students at the school. He was very bright, andsdoend in his class. Herb recalls one
day at school his teacher saying a phrase, “If jibuny Jew, I'll hit your Jew.” The
teacher stopped himself before saying this comrnmespect Herb’s religious views.
Herb found this to be a notable gesture and saysilheever forget that, because even
though the phrase was not necessarily demeaniadge&cher refrained from completing
his thought on Herb’s behalf.

Jewish life in Herb’s community was vibrant. Hesfily was not very observant,
but they still attended synagogue on holidays gretial occasions. Herb’s family, which
included his mother and father, usually an auntaor uncle, and occasionally
grandparents, often got together to have the toadik holiday dinners and celebrations.
These dinners were never too extravagant, becasskather's business did not leave
them with much extra money or possessions.

Herb did not see much tension between the Jewasiple and the non-Jewish
people in his community before the war. He had dewish friends, and his father sold
many shoes to non-Jewish companies and men. Herbrmbers that propaganda from
Joseph Goebbels, the Minister of Propaganda foNtt@nal Socialist Party, degrading
the Jewish people and their lifestyle. Germany inasgreat depression after World War
I, and Hitler promised to save the people and freeRhineland. Many people felt that
Hitler would answer their prayers, causing Germampecome a thriving country once
again. In 1933, the Nazi party took over.

Herb left Germany in 1937 and received an affidéor travel from a distant
relative living in San Francisco. His parents daim on his own, and were not able to
receive an affidavit, leaving Herb to travel on bisn at the age of seventeen. Once he
was in the United States, he was welcomed by Armesiand does not remember any
prejudice against him for being Jewish. His relegigent him to work in a greenhouse in
Salinas so he could support himself. At the greasbphe received $35 a month. The
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conditions at the greenhouse were harsh. Manyeofrten were shoved into small rooms
and they had little space, working from sunrisellwunset in the fields. His relatives
came out to visit him and witnessed his horriblenty conditions. They felt guilty for
sending him to Salinas and immediately brought baok home with them. Once in San
Francisco again, he washed windows for big builglinthe work was better, easier to
find, and he made more money working under betrditions.

Eventually, his parents received their affidaitsmmigrate to America less than
a year after he had left Germany. His mother atidefawere to be on one of the last
ships to leave Germany before the Nazi party watsanost powerful. Unfortunately,
Herb’s father died of a heart attack just before ship was to leave Germany. This left
Herb’s mom to travel across an ocean alone to ctam@merica. Once Herb’'s mom
arrived in San Francisco, their relatives helpezhttind an apartment that Herb could
afford. Herb took a job at a plumbing supplies camp which he held until 1971.

Herb’s mother was active in the Jewish communitySan Francisco. Many
German immigrants were often at her home. She weerde them proper kosher meals,
which was rare in San Francisco at the time. Whik she was able to make money to
help support her son and herself. Herb and his enottade many new friends and often
listened to their stories about how they left Gemna

Herb married his wife, llse. They moved to Sanl@arand had a son at the age
of thirty-five. Herb’s mother moved to a house asrthe street from them and lived there
until she passed away. Herb and his wife are botblved in many charities. Herb sits
on the Board of Directors for the Sequoia Hosalindation. They give back to their
community in many ways, and are very proud of tkeuntry. An American flag hangs
in the front of their as a symbol of their gratiéuid be American.
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By Jessica Rode and Anastasia Gavrilenko

Can you imagine if the entire population of WaskamgState was murdered, just
because of their religion? In 1945, six million 3ewere murdered, the equivalent to the
number of residents in Washington State. Unfortelgathere were not many Jewish
survivors of the Holocaust, and even fewer aréatile today. One of the few is Natalie
Gold. Natalie was born in 1940, after the war h&daaly begun. She was born in
Radzymin, Poland. Before Natalie was born the tawss a thriving Jewish community,
but unfortunately shortly after her birth, the tolwacame a ghetto. Fortunately, her
father had already begun working with the undergdoand had insight that the town was
going to be destroyed. 14,000 people were kibeBadzymin, ending the lively past of
the town. Natalie explains, “the Holocaust did just kill Jewish people, it killed [the]
whole culture.” Fortunately, her father managedruiggle Natalie and her mother out
of the town before it was invaded and the peoplesvgent to the concentration camps.
However, Natalie only spoke Yiddish and therefoeswa dead giveaway that her parents
were Jewish, who had nowhere left to hide her. tHey left her on the door step of a
lawyer with a sign that begged for protection aatedor the child in the name of Christ.
The lawyer took the child to a police station whehe was passed on to a convent and
then to several other ones, where Natalie wasdaisél her father found her at age five.

Natalie’s only memories of the convent consist lefags being cold and hungry.
She remembers always hiding her food, becauseighmtlknow if she had another meal
coming. She also remembers going to what she nw& were funerals. She says,
“Over sixty percent of the children died of malrtidn.” When her father finally found
her after an exhausting bike ride over all of PdlaNatalie still would put food away
even though it was now unnecessary. For Nataleag not only difficult to learn who
her father was, but to learn that she was Jewishn béing raised in a Christian convent
for the beginning portion of her life.

Since Natalie was born during the war, she dicknotv life in any other way, but
she says that even as a small child she knew sorgetlas wrong when buildings would
be in ruins as she walked down the street. Shemdrars that the building that she lived
in with her father in Poland was the only building the street that was not totally
destroyed. When Natalie was seven years old, sivednto Paris with her father where
together they began to rebuild their lives. Everce then they have both fought
discrimination by spreading awareness of the dam#g# discrimination could do to the
world, and the cultures it could destroy.
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7
By Kelly Speca

“Remember You Are Jewish, Don’t Forget You Are”

“Remember You Are Jewish, Don’t Forget You Are.”s Mr. Goldstein was
leaving his family to be hidden in a small Lithuamifarm, these words were left to him
as his mother, father and brother moved from tosvtotvn to escape persecution from
the Nazis. Mr. Goldstein has the courage to renggrhis past and to share with others a
past that changed and shaped his entire life.

Mr. Goldstein was born in 1935 and raised in thelsrhithuanian town of
Erzvilig where he lived with his father, mother amther. His grandfather and father
made a good living by selling grain and cattle.felwas comfortable in Erzvilig, and
while many people were Catholic; two hundred Jevpebple lived in Erzvilig as well.
Many people were very anti-Semitic in the town.fdBe the Germans took over Erzvilig,
there were many rumors going around town agairestJdwish people once the Nazis
took control. Mr. Goldstein’s father, however, wpgsod friends since childhood with the
current chief of police in the town and felt praeet The police chief did not relay any
information to Mr. Goldstein’s father, but the dfsemother told Mr. Goldstein’s father
that “I don't think it's going to be very good fdhe Jews, plan on escaping.” Mr.
Goldstein’s father initially did not believe thisawing. In June and July 1941, the
Germans invaded Lithuania and occupied Erzvilig nieh¢he Nazis enlisted the
Lithuanian police to seal up the town exits ancc@thheavier restrictions on the Jewish
people. They were forced to wear the yellow StaDavid symbol on their clothing
identifying them as Jews. Mr. Goldstein rememkarsa child being fascinated by the
color of the star on his mother and father’s shiffde Lithuanian police told the Jews to
pack up what they could carry and move from thewudes into the slum part of town.
Mr. Goldstein and his family shared a room with manher families, where it soon
became extremely overcrowded and uncomfortableforBemoving into these slum
houses, Mr. Goldstein and his family had experidnelectricity and indoor plumbing.
The unsuspecting Jews did not know that there wamsaas grave outside of town
awaiting them. Mr. Goldstein’s father and motheorstvecame very suspicious of what
was going to happen to the Jews. The police tblehtihe Jews that they should prepare
for a three-day journey where they would be mowed ctamp. People began to make
food for the journey and wear their best clothesabee they thought they were just
relocating to another part of town. Mr. Goldstsifather again remembered the advice
of the police chief's mother and knew they neededédt out. Before the town became
heavily guarded, Mr. Goldstein’s father escaped the forest to find hiding for him and
his family. He told his wife to meet him in therést in three days with the children.
Mrs. Goldstein decided that she would escape dwmg of the town’s bazaars, where
many people came from other towns and it would dsee to blend in with the crowd.
The guards stopped her trying to exit the bazaaeraétimes, but she never gave up.
Mrs. Goldstein brought a potty for her two childramd a small cutting knife for fruits
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and acted as if she was going on a walk with h@deim. She finally made her way out

of the town by going through the cemetery whereone was watching her and met up
with her husband in the forest. Within three dajthe Goldstein’s escape all of the
Jews in Erzvilig were killed. Only ten Jews esahfiee massacre, the Goldstein family,
another family of four and a couple. Mr. Goldstigrandparents, relatives and friends
were all killed by the Germans. Mr. Goldstein valsl that his grandmother fell into the

grave alive with other dead Jews and suffocated.

Not knowing their fate, the Goldstein family becarery resourceful and lived
off the land. Because it was summer many bermabs @ther natural resources were
abundant in the forest. They now had only oneghom their mind, to survive.
Throughout that summer, Mr. Goldstein, who was alage six, and his family moved
around the forest. Since his father knew many éasnm the area, he would ask farmers
for food, some were nice while others threatenechtbthe Nazis. The Goldstein family
continued to live off the land along with the odoasl hand-out by the farmers of bread
and cheese, but no meat because they did not wairatv attention by making a fire.
Throughout trying to survive, the Goldstein famtlyed to keep with their modern
Orthodox Jewish traditions to eat kosher. Only whevas purely a necessity to survive
did they break that promise. Mr. Goldstein adrthis one thing he could never eat was
raw eggs and to this day he only eats eggs when dahe over cooked. The family
continued to move and used their cleverness amdiresfulness to survive. The family
moved to another location towards the highway whigs next to a forest. Instead of
running deep into the forest like others would tthe, clever family situated themselves in
the 6th or 7th tree along the highway. The large pree provided shelter and excellent
hiding. The spare branches lying around the forese used as makeshift beds. During
the winter months, life was especially hard, bug @oldsteins remained a family and
never lost hope. For warmth, they would bundlewsgaring all of their clothes and melt
the snow for drinking water. It was very difficuti live in a forest, especially for Mr.
Goldstein and his brother, who were still smalll@t@n. Due to the intense cold, Mr.
Goldstein’s foot became temporarily paralyzed. nirabstacle to obstacle, Mr. Goldstein
and his family remained a strong and loving familyo never lost hope against all odds.
Mr. Goldstein’s father would sneak out of the faregery couple of weeks to get food
for his family.

A farmer provided the Goldstein family with a gobling place by letting him
live in his barn. Since all the floors were madeé @f dirt, the farmer and his wife made a
small crevice under their stove for the Goldstemily to hide under. Unfortunately,
when the German patrol came, they found the crevide. Goldstein’s father, mother
and brother had to leave the barn for safety, tepMr. Goldstein behind because he had
the measles. He was afraid the German soldiersdwoak under the sheet and see that
he was circumcised, but the soldier just felt lreadhand said, “You are very sick.” Mr.
Goldstein was left alone because the Germans vegyeafraid of catching diseases. Mr.
Goldstein’s father returned for his son and witéd Help of another farmer’s pity moved
into his barn for shelter. The farmer created edac them in a corner of the barn and
covered it with hay. Towards the entrance of tambwvas the farmer’'s guard dog that
got along with Goldstein family. The dog providseaime security for the family because
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no one would cross the dog guard and hence nottteedamily. Mr. Goldstein
remembers liking the dog because it brought backonies of his dog in Erzvilig, who
was named Fido. One day the German patrol caménggpoultry and other animals for
food. When they came into the barn, the guardattagked the soldier, the soldier was
going to shoot the dog, but if he missed he mighvehkilled the Goldstein family. The
farmer’'s wife pleaded with the soldier who put bdgis gun, but discovered the
Goldstein family. Before the guards tied up Mr.ldatein’s mother and father they
decided to make a run for it. Mr. Goldstein’s nmesthwent one way, while Mr.
Goldstein’s father went towards a field. A Gernsaidier shot Mr. Goldstein’s father in
the back of the head and left him unconscious. Jdidier dragged Mr. Goldstein’s
unconscious father back and tied him and his wif@ ehildren in the wagon. Since, it
was winter and the mud was so thick, the Germawrsdée to cut through the river
passing, but the water was so high it almost drawMe. Goldstein and his brother if
they didn’t stand up on their parent’s laps. Dgrthis time in the war, many Jews had
already been killed and it was somewhat of a ngveltthe Germans to find Jews still in
hiding. As the wagon passed through a town, pedipkd the streets to see Mr.
Goldstein and his family, amazed that there weseJmws left. The Germans took Mr.
Goldstein and his family to a jail where other reguriminals were kept. Mr. Goldstein
says he remembers the shower system at the jalsditl in the bathroom there was a
row of sinks and a huge drainage system in the Imidfithe room. The shower heads
looked like bird feeders where the water would cine down at you at once. Mr.
Goldstein’s parents soon began to tell the othienioals what the Germans had really
been doing to the Jews, which made the prisonereragly unruly. The Germans
realized this was not the atmosphere for a familg mmoved them to a small part of a
compound which was one of the head SS headquanrtde area. The Goldstein family
was used as a ploy to entice other Jews to comefoliding so the Germans could
imprison them in the compound like the Goldsteimifg. Mr. Goldstein was guarded
and forced to work as a servant for the SS soldiets was hit in the head everyday by
one of seven soldiers as a test to see if he orisdreamed and if he did, it gave them a
reason to kill him. Mr. Goldstein, his brother amither were not guarded, but were
detained in a room. Mr. Goldstein said they cdudgte escaped, but the Germans told
them if they did they would kill his father. TheefBnans told his father that if he
escaped, they would kill his children and wifewsdevho were still in hiding were able to
sneak notes to the Goldstein family and askedwas really safe to come out, but the
Goldstein family said, “no, they were waiting to ki#led.” Mr. Goldstein’s father’s
resourcefulness came into play again. Knowing évantually the Germans would Kill
his family, he told the soldiers in the compoundt tthis was the town where some of his
relatives had lived and that they buried money #madr gold in the backyard and he
could find it for them. Playing on the soldier'segd along with labor work, Mr.
Goldstein’s father went into the town and searcfeedhe treasure, which was able to
buy some time to escape by searching for somethizignever existed. One day at the
compound, an accident involving the death of Gerswdiers in a nearby town occurred
and gave the Goldstein family the perfect oppotyuta escape. All of the soldiers left,
warning Mr. Goldstein’s father not to escape. Gwdstein family, like they did before,
escaped by going to one of the town bazaars atidgé&ist among the crowds of people.
Mr. Goldstein’s father recognized a farmer at thedar and asked for help to get out of
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town. Since, the Germans were going to be looking family of four with two small
boys, Mr. Goldstein’s father decided to split tlaenfly up. The fact that Mr. Goldstein
could speak fluent Lithuanian, which would distrpebple from thinking he was Jewish
even though he had red hair, allowed his fatheseted him with the farmer he met at the
bazaar. The farmer at the bazaar had a relativeMrm Goldstein could stay with. Mr.
Goldstein’s father and mother took his little brathvith them since he spoke Lithuanian
with a Yiddish accent and dressed him up as amide he had curly blonde hair.

Mr. Goldstein was age seven when he lived with fdwener's family. He
remained with the farmer and his family from thedw until everything calmed down.
Mr. Goldstein admits that his parents and brothad it worse because they were
constantly on the run. After hearing that the Gt@th family escaped the compound, the
Germans put a high price on the Goldstein familjne farmer from the bazaar pulled
Mr. Goldstein on a sleigh to look like he was giyihis child a ride in the snow and
transported him to his relatives’ farm in anothmw. Mr. Goldstein said he was loved
and treated just like one of the farmer’s six aldid The farmer was very poor and Mr.
Goldstein remembers looking at the big cookinggothe stove and seeing roaches line
the pot and the farmer’s wife just wiping them offir. Goldstein says he was bathed,
clothed and shared a bed with the other six chldréhe farmer’s family was Catholic
and went to church every Sunday. Mr. Goldsteiraliedhat the first time he went to
Church; he got sprinkled with holy water by theegtiand was forced to kiss Jesus’ feet.
He hesitated before he kissed Jesus’ feet becaussthuncomfortable remembering his
Jewish faith but the farmer told him if he did wat it, it would bring suspicion upon him
and they would all be killed. The farmer told MBoldstein that the first time German
patrol came around he would say he was a relatisiéing, but the second time the
German patrol came he was to run into the forebide. He also warned Mr. Goldstein
about making sure that when he went to the bathrib@mno one would see that he was
circumcised. The first time the German patrol cameéown, the soldiers bought the
story about Mr. Goldstein being a relative; theoseltime the Germans patrol came, Mr.
Goldstein ran into the forest for safety. It wasnsner and Mr. Goldstein, still a young
child, survived by following the rabbits and watatpiwhat they ate, then he would eat
the same. He stayed in the forest for three daysl, the farmer came looking for him.
Towards the end of his stay with the farmer’s fgmihe war began to look increasingly
bad for the Germans because the Russians werdidgfédzem. Although the Germans
still offered a high reward for the Goldstein faynihe Russians were more interested in
their own soldiers and offered rewards for peoptény Russian soldiers, and did not
care about someone aiding Jews. In 1945, the wwarover and Mr. Goldstein did not
know if his parents were still alive and his pasesutd brother did not know if he was still
alive. His father began looking at all the farms. KBoldstein might have been sent. A
month later his father found Mr. Goldstein, who vedmout ten or eleven years old by
then and united him with his brother and motheteAthe Goldstein family finally came
out of hiding, Russian soldiers detained them fooud a month because they believed
they were German spies because the Yiddish langsageded like German to the
Russians. While in jail, Mr. Goldstein saw a Raassoldier who looked to be Jewish.
After he told him his story they were eventuallleesed. After the war, Jewish people
were still being assigned to various DP (displapedsons) camps to be relocated and
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start new lives. Mr. Goldstein’s father sold anisnan the camps while his mother,
brother and he made and sold ice cream. The @ahdstmily tried to go to a relative in
South Africa but was unsuccessful because of thetaquestricting the number of
Holocaust survivors into the country. After movirgm DP camps, Mr. Goldstein’s
father decided to go to California to live with élative. Mr. Goldstein and his family
still remain in California and have three childrmd ten grandchildren. His parents and
brother are still alive. Mr. Goldstein saw the bfmdust through a child’s eye and was
robbed of his innocence. The Nazis took the Geld® possessions, but the one thing
they could never take was the eternal bond of faamid tradition which is forever rooted
in the Goldstein family.

A Lithuanian proverb states, “A Person Who Gives IRerson who has.” Mr.
Goldstein not only shared his personal story witk, but has made a profound
impression on the way | will view and live the re$imy life. Mr. Goldstein and his wife
are the perfect examples of people who strive t@ereadifference everyday. | believe
tolerance and hate are like a disease: both caspiead, all types of people can be
susceptible to it. In my lifetime and in my parsnifetime there has been untold sorrow
and hatred in this world, but if one person, one&egoment, one world can bring
tolerance, we could end this culture of war andtldda bring a culture of peace.
Tolerance is a right we all have as citizens ofwloeld; we should demand, preach and
share it because it is the virtue that makes ppassible.
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4 _
By Aaron Feuer and Brianna Kaufman

"We Left the Soldiers in Tears"

In 1926, Irwin Goldstein was born Armin Goldsteithe youngest of eight
children. He grew up in a predominantly Ukrainiaeaaof Czechoslovakia in a small
village called Vlachovo. Although there were onboat thirty-five other Jewish families
in this village, Irwin felt free to practice hisliggon; he and his family were Orthodox
Jews who attended their local synagogue twice a Hky father, also a native of
Vlachovo, ran a general store patronized by comtyiumembers of all religions. Irwin
lived a childhood generally free from open anti-8esm.

Irwin praises the democratic government of Czeawadlia that he originally

grew up under, but the Nazi occupation of Czechadlia beginning in 1938 and 1939
disrupted the peace in his village. Vlachovo wagioally occupied by Hungarian forces.
In an initial act of disrespect toward the Jewisimmunity, the Nazis immediately
processed all Jews in the village on Satur@ngbbatthe weekly day of rest in Judaism.
Conditions worsened as the government enforcedJamtish laws that removed Irwin
from public school and forced his father to close tamily’s store. In 1940, the Nazis
began sending Jews from Irwin’s community to latemps.

By 1941, Hitler’s relations with Stalin had shagt#r and Jews were conscripted
to serve on the front lines, clearing minefieldsn@ngst these soldiers on the Russian
front were Irwin’s three older brothers, who weevar seen or heard from again. Later
that year, fifteen-and-a-half years old, Irwin wsent to work as a lumberjack. He
labored under relatively lax security, and aftéde months he ran away to live on his
own in Budapest. Once there, he took any job thailavhelp him survive, and Jewish
organizations in the city supported him. Shortlgrdafter, in 1943, Irwin made his way
back home. The relatively “easy” years under Huiagarule were about to come to a
screeching halt.

In 1944, Hitler's Germany took over Hungary’'s rubé Czechoslovakia and
instituted stricter policies to eliminate and swggs the Jewish people. Irwin was initially
sent to a ghetto, Munkacs, for a few weeks befeiagotransferred to Auschwitz. After
he was “processed” at the concentration camp, Ifwéeded the advice of long-time
prisoners to leave the camp any way possible. Heeden opportunity to work as a
carpenter helping to construct another camp. livaid only been at Auschwitz three days
before he went to East Germany to work. He helpeld lbarracks — in his words, simple
“huts” — that would come to house some three thodigd Hitler’s victims.

In January of 1945, Irwin was suddenly led on a wesk “death march” through

Germany, surviving on inadequate food during mislkeraveather. Throughout the
journey, he could hear shooting in the distanceth&s Russians pressed westward.
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Eventually, soldiers herded Irwin and others whaised the march into open-car trains.
He recalls cheering the Allied bombers as theyckéd nearby German targets, though
the guards often ran off from the trains as bomberoached, fearful that the railroad
cars could be targets.

Irwin’s final destination was the Nazi death camgrdgen-Belsen. There, with a
shortage of burial space, he was forced to dighdgan which the guards would burn the
bodies of his fellow prisoners. In addition to tleamp’s infamous extermination
chambers, hunger, typhoid, dysentery, and tubes®ildaimed the lives of thousands.
Irwin was afflicted with all of them, and his hdalbegan to take a toll. During a 3 A.M.
roll-call one day, Irwin collapsed out of hungerdaexhaustion. Dumped into a mass
grave and left for dead, he summoned the stremygtirhb out, barely alive. Regaining
strength was difficult as the prisoners’ primaryain@as a sour soup of flour and water.

Though Irwin’s condition was bleak, he could thelt the Germans knew their
reign of terror was coming to an end. Irwin recall&erman officer leaving his gun on a
table to “watch” Irwin and fellow internees whilbety worked. The guard declared that
he was going to take a nap and that the prisoneusdwsoon be guardingm.

The officer was right. In April of 1945, British ifoes liberated Bergen-Belsen.
Irwin was eighteen years old but weighed just seréwe pounds. He recalls hardened
British soldiers left in tears at the cruelty oethamp. Of his immediate family, only
Irwin and his sister survived, and his sister neeeovered emotionally.

After a brief stay in a makeshift hospital the adliestablished at Bergen-Belsen,
Irwin was sent to a Swedish hospital. He recalésttbuching generosity of the Swedish
people: they went out of their way to treat him hMirelthe hospital, and strangers visited
him bearing gifts. As he regained strength, he @weol immigrating to Israel, but a
representative of the country discouraged him beezde was not strong enough yet.
Irwin remained in the hospital for two years. Afteeing released, he attended night
school in Sweden, married his first wife, and halfhist child. In late 1948, he left for
America.

Settling in New York was difficult at first, but as fast learner with a strong
memory, Irwin found a job with an automated machioenpany. By his hard work he
rose through the company’s ranks, working thereefghteen years before moving to the
west coast. Irwin and his adoring wife live happity Beverly Hills as proud great-
grandparents.
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Sty Meree

By Peter Atkinson and Gabriela Leslie

Sally Marco invited us into her roomy apartmentWifest Los Angeles. One
would never know from looking at the petite andiactvoman the hardships she was
about to recount and the courage it took to getuitin them.

Born on the Polish independence day of Novembed 923 in Lod, Poland, she
grew up with her mother, Esther, and her fatheads_andowicz, in a household of nine
children. The early part of her life was spentétative peace; her pious father ran a
government tobacco store while she and her siblatggnded a Jewish religious school.
However, her life of contentment began to melt aasghe grew older.

Sally still clearly remembers, even after 68 yeérs, day the German army and
Gestapo marched into Lédt 5:00 PM on September 6th, 1939. Harsh restnigtwere
promulgated. Anything of value was confiscatechaitt compensation, only some of it
being re-rationed.

“I remember that we had just gotten a new bicyelthe summer and we had to
bring it in and give it up,” Sally recalls.

As German dignitaries began to move into Polandnéwusing was confiscated
to accommodate them, leaving large unacquaintedsbiefamilies crammed into small
tenements. Jewish schools were shut down, andiébrevere closed to Jews, leaving the
children with no access to education. Soon afeawsdvere refused tickets to theatres and
cinemas. Being shut out of the community left desvs with virtually no forms of
entertainment. If the deterioration of Jewish tipevas not bad enough, the tobacco
store that was run by Sally’s father was liquidaded the family struggled with finances,
living off of inadequate government rations.

“It became very difficult to live this way, espeltyawhen the children did not go
to school anymore,” she said.

But Jewish losses were more than material. SaltlyahCatholic friend who lived
in a neighboring apartment. The two became closkveould walk to school together.
Sally remembers helping the girl with her math haioik almost every day, and being
the only Jew ever invited to her house for Christdaner. However, once the Germans
moved into Léd, the girl refused to acknowledge Sally any longdihe loss of this
friendship was devastating to Sally.

Sally painfully recounts this memory. “l think lod't remember her name

because | wanted her out of my mind. Not that tethaher, but | was very, very
disappointed... if | was walking north to south ame svas walking south to north and
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we almost faced each other, she would turn her heay. She did not even want to say
hello to me or acknowledge that she had seen me.”

Sally could not take life any longer, and escapédizLto travel to Russian-
controlled Poland at the age of sixteen. SheHeft family with few belongings and
hopped a train to Warsaw. Through just a littlekluthe train arrived five minutes before
the German Gestapo arrived at the train statiorrevblee would have been arrested. She
did not know anyone in Warsaw, but due to recemlirdment there were many empty
buildings in which to spend the night. The nextrniog, she caught another train to a
small lake that separated German-controlled Pofaooh Russian-controlled Poland.
She paid for a trip across in a small boat. Howetl'®® man who rowed the boat for her
tricked her into leaving her backpack in a shettdreilding on the other side of the lake,
claiming the walk would be too difficult with heabkpack on. However, Sally’'s mom
had hidden some money in a soap bar for her, alig ®anaged to take it with her
without the man suspecting. By pure chance, Sally a Russian woman in town who
had had a friend on the same street on which Sakyl to live. The woman was able to
find Sally a room, and soon after Sally was hiredavaitress.

“The Russians weren’t so great, but at least theyewt killing people.” Sally
said.

Despite the success in her journey, Sally felt pasfghomesickness and guilt for
leaving her family in poverty. She had no commatian with them during the course of
her excursion. She decided to return to Warsaw,when her mom tried to take a
carriage to meet her, she was intercepted by thm&wes and stripped of her belongings.
Sally knew then that she had no choice but to nei6d-.

By early January, all of the Jews in the city wéseced to relocate into the
Litzmannstadt ghetto, and by mid-April, it was sumded by electric fencing. Living in
the ghetto was a time of extreme poverty and hun@ally usually worked eight hour
days ironing soldier's pants, and sometimes wo@ddrced to work the night shift as
well. The daily rations often ran out quickly, amdorder to receive them one had to
stand in line for hours. This often left the peoplho worked during the day without any
food for days. Famine was rampant in the ghetto.

“There were these young boys who were walking tineets holding onto the
walls,” Sally said. “Their legs didn’'t work anymoreThey were just walking on the
streets of Poland and dying.”

Crammed housing, oppression of liberty, confiscataf all belongings and
starvation became the new status quo. Some pen@e resorted to measures as
desperate as murdering acquaintances for foodly 84l a story of a young, well-
educated boy who was so desperate from hungerdreraurdered his girlfriend’s sister
for her bread. If that was not bad enough, althef Jews in the ghetto were forced to
witness his hanging.
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“Those things, you think it's nothing, but this rams with you all your life,”
sighed Sally. “Such cruel ideas that they had. yThece[d] you to see it.”

She remained with her family in the ghetto untié stas 21 years old. That year,
all the factories were shut down and Jews no lohger any means of income. Carts
began arriving to take people to concentration anfgriends and family were taken by
the Germans.

“That's what happened in the ghetto. One day peepbuld just disappear,”
Sally commented.

On August 27th, 1944, Sally was taken to Auschwiith her mother, father and
four sisters, and it was there she remained untioker 1944. The period spent in
Auschwitz was the darkest period of her life. Hair was shaved, she was separated
from her brother and father, and she was forcaaldk for hours under the blazing sun
performing arduous, menial tasks. They were wakerat four or five in the morning
and forced to walk miles past the barracks to chegvy pots of “coffee” (or yellowish
water made from the leftovers of German coffee gdsy), back to the barracks where
they slept. Even when they finally made it bable wwvomen in charge would not give the
coffee to the Jews to drink, but rather turned dterpots and scrubbed the floors with
the contents. The starvation was even worse thémei ghettos. Every day was lived in
fear, because Dr. Mengele would patrol down thesliof women and separate them into
two lines: one line would live, and one would bats® the crematorium. One never
knew what he would be looking for that day, ot ivould be you that was picked. Even
one of Sally’s blonde, blue-eyed sisters was pickedher family’s horror. Sally’s mom
took the hand of the sister, and insisted on gaiitly her. Sally never saw either again,
despite being told they were merely being takemwddk in a match factory.

One particular day is branded into Sally's memo#y.German woman with her
hair in rollers and in a long robe came knockingatinthe doors of Sally’s barrack one
night, forcing the Jews to walk outside and lookhat sky, which was filled with hellish
smoke from the crematorium.

“She walked over and said, ‘“You all go out and \wdtow your parents and your
families are being burned.” And we looked at theg &ind you thought you were seeing
the faces of your loved ones,” Sally recalled.

The only means of using the toilet during the night a grimy pail in the back of
the barrack, and many times it was full and Sa#lg ko walk throughout the barracks to
empty it. Life, if it can even be called so, ing&hwitz was so horrendous that Sally was
tempted to throw herself into the electric wiresrgunding the camp in an attempt to
escape the misery of it all.

Sally describes, “Many times when | was sittingigiht on that pail, right in front

of me, in the back of that barrack, were the eieetires. | could hear the wires talk to
me, ‘Come out, come over.” And | said to myselfh;® can’'t go there, what’s going to
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happen to my sisters? | have to be with my sistérsd that's how we lived through
together. Because if not for one another, to giyeport, we would not be here.”

It was only due to the strength of familial bonldattgave Sally and her sisters the
strength to survive. To this day, Sally lives e tsame building as her sisters. Finally,
Sally and her sisters were moved from AuschwitzCloemnitz, and from there to
Oederan, where they worked at an ammunition factéfyer working in the ammunition
factory for some time, they were taken on a tram April 21st and arrived in the
Theresienstadt ghetto on April 27th, 1945. Salbswery ill at the time, and so weak
that she could not even walk. Her sisters supddnt, one on either side, in order for
her to walk to the train. No one even knew theyenweer sisters, because otherwise, they
would have been separated.

On May 9th, 1945, the Jews were liberated in Thenssadt. Sally and her
sisters stayed there for a period and Sally remegribaving the ghetto for one day to see
Prague. The people there, recognizing Sally andsisters as concentration camp
survivors, showed extraordinary kindness, and thain conductor refused to accept
payment.

“There were two students walking... so they took tmuad, showed us Prague,
walked with us, took us dancing... These were theirds: ‘In this day, we have to give
you back what you lost in those six years,” Sakiyd.

That evening, the students took them to nun’s @uamnvhere they were able to
stay the night. In another visit to Czechoslovakiies time to Lobochlovice, the city’s
mayor obtained food for them from a local jail besathe rations office was closed.

“Then they located us in a palace, we offered tokwibere, a gorgeous park, a
gorgeous park. So we said we would work, we usetdean up and things like that, but
we lived in the palace,” Sally remembers. “The plecof Czechoslovakia were just
unbelievably nice,” a strong contrast from theibderconditions and cruelty of the times.

Later, Sally and her sisters were taken to Landsl®n Lech, a displaced
persons camp in Germany. There Sally met and eshiheer husband. She and her sisters
learned also that their brother had died only teyscafter he was liberated from a camp,
when he caught a bad cold while walking back framtaRd to Germany, escorted by the
Nazis. One by one, Sally and her sisters made th@y to the United States. Sally’'s
husband had relatives in Chicago, so he and Sallgentheir way there. Sally learned
English by going to night school, and found a loayipg job despite knowing almost no
English. After a few years in Chicago, they mowed.os Angeles, where her husband
opened a business, and there they stayed. Sadlyulsband passed away in 2000, but
Sally has been living in Los Angeles for 52 yea@nmitted to her loving family of a
son, daughter and six grandchildren. She is a mewibthe 1939 Club, and fervently
believes in the exposure of young people to thdaestaf the Holocaust. “This should
never be forgotten,” she says. “These stories pttoaethe Holocaust was true.”
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A sensitive, intelligent and articulate woman, $albw lives in a building with
two of her sisters. Her life, which has been mdrketh by fear and oppression as well
as great kindness, is a testament to the strerigttedauman spirit and is an example of
what we can all try to be.
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Stee Rosterstyy

By Jason Rostovsky

My name is Luba Rostovsky. | was born in Poland928. | lived in a family of
five. My father was named ltzhak Pomerantz, he awvaebarbershop in our town,
Hoducishki, a small, but beautiful town with hundseof stores and crowded with kind
people. Everyone knew one another by their namastelwas a magnificent lake that we
would go swimming in during summer, and during winivhen the lake would freeze,
we would put on our skates and set off on the bligpdvhite ice to skate. It was
wonderful. Then there was my mother, Leah, who avégpical housewife. My brother,
Chakel, who was four years older than I. Then thegise my sister Sarah, who was two
years older than I. They were students. They @t diuring the war. We had a huge
house. It was brand new, as was everything in thusd It had been built one year before
World War 1.

Everything in the house was big and bright, it viasd as ever to me. We all had
separate bedrooms. The house was perfect, buteabdabinning of the war we were
forced to leave it and practically everything irekcept for what we could carry. When
the war started | was only eleven years old. Mydttuod had been a good one. We were
well-off, and | had been a little spoiled. If | hagnted anything at all, | got it. All | had
to do was ask. | remember when my mother took neelarger city so that my glasses’
frames could be made of gold. | had played the miamdand | was quite good at it. Just
like my brother and sister, | had gone to schogl.ddy consisted of going to school, and
then going to learn needle point at a lady’s houseas simple. We were just a normal
family. We had a steady lady who would come to tede of the cleaning and washing.

When we heard the Germans were coming to our towlr®89 we took whatever
we could carry on the long trek we knew we had dhefaus, and shut the door behind
us. We took the keys and hoped that one day, wheheachaos had ended, we could
return to this place called home. But sadly, iterdvappened.

We hopped onto a small wagon. We were crampedargly any room for our
legs or arms. The wagon took us away, and we camaddrest. It was night, and we all
slept on the cold hard ground. As we tried to sleep could hear the horrible shouting
from far away. The shouting of all the people bgided out of their homes. Their lives
falling apart, knowing that they may never retuonhiow their lives were before. We
started walking. Eventually, we came to a trairtigtawhere thousands of people were
fighting with each other, desperately trying to Iptisemselves onto the trains.

After a struggle, we made it onto the train. Tagkihe train was very risky,
because the Germans bombed the trains, killing np@aple. | saw something | never
thought | would. Mothers were pushing their kiddoothe trains, fighting with each
other, acting as they never had before. Many ahtkden’t make it on themselves, and
lost their children whom they never saw again. Vdd ho clue where we were going or
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what we would face next. Finally, the train hadpgted. It could go no further, and again
we walked for days. | was exhausted but | knew Was just the beginning. Then we
came to a small town.

There was another train, filled with people as pesly, but we made it on. We
arrived at another small town, hundreds of milesyafvom home, away from the war
zone. Every resident here was poor, dressed inaaggovered in dirt. The men were all
in the war, but the women with their children westdl there. They were very nice,
despite their current housing and financial condsi So far, the war had not made them
any different. A family took us in. They were kiedough to share their food with us. It
wasn’'t much, but we were thankful. A meal wouldrbade of potatoes and a small piece
of bread, but as long as we were under a roof,waat more than good for us. We lived
there for four months, then we heard news that@enan army started to move closer.
We ran.

We traveled for miles and caught another train Wed overfilled with refugees.
We came to Central Asia, to the Uzbek Republic. 3iépt in the filthy streets with the
rats and trash. After a little while, another kifiaghily took us in, and we were there for
only a couple of weeks. My father got very ill dmel passed away. We did not know how
he died, maybe it was from a heart attack. A madatér, my mother became ill. They
took her to a village hospital. It was full, twoqpde per hospital bed due to the city
crowded with refugees and most of them were sitle Streets were filled with refugees.
People were lying on the sidewalk with torn clothBEsey had neither food nor water and
about ninety-nine percent of them were out of thairds.

There was no hope for them, no one could help theoause even the people in
homes, the ones who had lived there all their Jivesre starving as well. The women
left, without their men, could not take care of @ilése refugees. The lucky ones were
taken in, and we were lucky enough to be treatealdmowded home, and small portions
of food. People lost their families, children sepad from their parents. It was horrific.
The war had changed people. They became like asifaking human emotions and
instincts. They attacked each other, and were mggfpod and stealing things. These
people not only lost everything they had, their lesntheir families, and their lives, but
they had also all lost their minds. In 2 monthasitimy brother.

He fell in the street from hunger and died. Theyiddihim in a hole. The next
day | saw dogs pull his body out of the hole. lllgedon’t know what happened to his
body but, there were thousands like this. | wasvéth my sister in the street. Because
the lady who we were staying with before passedyaamal we had to leave her house, we
both were sleeping on the streets with no foodsimelter and no mother or father. No
family, the only thing that was good was that irbEkistan it is not so cold.

Then my sister was struck with illness. She hacediery. They took us to a “so
called” hospital. They felt bad for me, and let stay in the hospital in a small bed with
Sarah. Every day, we were given a small piece @adrto eat. | ate mine right away but
Sarah could not. She was so ill that she couldat'hers. She would hide her piece under
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her pillow. But | was so hungry during the middHletioe night, my stomach churning,
begging for one full course meal, | would steal bexad. She did not want me to, but |
could not help it. Hunger was what brought outwuest in a person during this time. It
changed people.

She would scream at me, yelling for me not to tad&ebread. She wouldn’t give
me her bread. At night, | would lay awake. Hundryvould think, maybe my sister
would die soon and | will have her bread. Hungekesaa person become an animal. You
lose your feelings, all of them. Shortly after, sigter passed away. | was left alone, no
one to take care of me. No one to say one good wonae, or to shelter me. There were
thousands of people like me, lying in the stregust like me. Alone. Hungry. Scared. It
is very hard to overcome hunger, but not to hayamnt, or a family, was the worst
thing. | had come from a very close family. We exspd each other. Everyone loved
everyone. | never knew what it meant to have adyranther, or a grandfather, or to be
loved by them. | knew, just for a short time, myepds, and | had missed their love.

| didn’t have shoes, or a jacket. No tooth brushsaap. No bed to sleep in. When
Sarah was still alive, | had sat in the streetggbey. It was so good, and it meant so
much. | had lost all my dignity. | felt shame. llpmreamt of bread. | used to go to a
small mill where they made flour, but the peopleareallowed me to take any. They
only let me take the dust that the flour left. €dgo scrape away as much of the dust that
| could and | would mix it with water in a dirty gaThis was my meal. It tasted so good.

From time to time, | would go to where they keptdes, and they would give me
some horse food. | didn't know what it was, butne it tasted really good. This was
what | had to eat. | had to take anything | couhd o survive. | had to live like this for a
couple of years. Eventually a lady took me in. Ipbd her around the house and she
shared her food with me. Whatever she had. Herangslwvas killed in the war, and she
needed me as much as | needed her. We were eaatsahpport. We kept each other
company, and she helped with my loneliness andopee avith the loss of my whole
family, and she fed me.

After the war, | wrote a letter to my relatives, avivere already back home in
Poland. They told me to come to them. The governtieiped the people who were able
to travel, to get home. Finally, | came home toaRdl | went to school, and finished the
tenth grade. | worked in an office for fifteen ygarwas always a good worker. | knew
bookkeeping. | kept files in order for 130 workénat | knew in the office. Eventually |
met a wonderful man, Meier Rostovsky.

| met him at my cousin’s house in Poland. He hadnbm a prison camp in
Siberia, Russia for ten years because he was asZidihen the war was over, he was
freed from the prison camp. After this, he wenhi® brother’s house in Poland. | didn’t
know him before the war, but fate brought us togetMy cousin and he were neighbors.
My cousin saw him through the window, and told rhattshe had someone for me and
introduced us. We couldn’t wait to get married, aeén a year, so we got married right
away. He wanted to go to Israel, so we had to marBoland because he wasn’t a Polish
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citizen. He was born in Lithuania. So we married aame to Israel in 1954. We were
there for four years, and then my aunt sent usrgapecome to America. We came to
America in 1962, and now | live with my wonderfuhuyhter, Sarah, and her husband
Armand. | also have a son, Itzhak, and his wifggggeand four grandchildren.

Everyday | thank God for everything. | lost my féyrin the war, but being who |
am, | rebuilt a new family. 1 have my children, amy grandchildren and they are my
life. I had no one to take care of me, so every, tidagke care of them so that they never
have to feel what | felt, or go through what | wémtough. And whatever | had done, |
did it all by myself. Because | had the strengttl #re will to do it.
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By Macalan Lindner

We Share a Nightmare — We Share a Dream

“You'd get a bullet in the head if they knew yowene a Jew.” This is how
Werner Meyer remembers his native country, Germatig wife, Margot, now close to
90 years old, sits beside him at the table and hed$iead in agreement. Though they
did not know each other in Germany, they sharerancon past. Husband and wife,
Margot and Werner Meyer, both survived humanityeskést and most shameful hour,
the Holocaust.

Both Werner and Margot clearly remember Kristallitae the night of broken
glass — as a turning point in their lives. Wersaarniother knew a woman whose husband
was a high-ranking Nazi official. She told Wersemother exactly what time the troops
would come to their neighborhood and how long tweyld stay that night. Werner and
his family were able to escape harm on Kristallhdghspending the night driving in his
family’s car. After the troops left, his familyttened to their home and hid in the attic
until morning. Margot and her family also spentskallnacht hiding in the attic of their
home. As they hid in silence, they could hear Nazi troops destroying their home
below. On Kristallnacht, synagogues were burmeduding the one in which Werner
celebrated his Bar Mitzvah, shop windows were bmolend homes were vandalized.
Though Werner’'s family and Margot’s family had bespared physical harm, it was this
night that they remember as the moment they rehtizeir lives were in danger.

Werner and his brother left Germany within month&stallnacht. They fled to
England where they lived with a family friend in fosxd. Having a sponsor in England
had allowed them to acquire a “temporary” work viddargot and her siblings came to
England as part of the Kindertransport. The Kitrdeisport was a movement started by
English Jews to rescue Jewish children from GermaRgland, Austria, and
Czechslovakia. Though Hitler would not allow adulo leave Nazi territory, he did
allow some children passage to England — for aepriEor all intent and purposes, the
children of the Kindertransport were purchased fiditrer.

For both Margot and Werner, leaving their parenés \the most difficult thing
they had ever done. They both knew in their hetlré$ they would never see their
parents again and yet, they knew that if they wersurvive, they had no choice but to
leave Germany and their families behind.

Werner and Margot met in Oxford. After their mage, an opportunity to move
to Canada presented itself. As the war progresssmrity in North America became a
major issue and German nationals — even Jews — tneated with suspicion. Werner
was placed in an internment camp. He was assighadiarm as a laborer. Though he

-43 -



was not paid for the work he did, at least he was & enjoy, at last, a small sense of

freedom. Margot worked as a maid — pretty muchothlg job a woman was allowed to
have in those days.

Werner’'s brother had settled in Stockton, Calif@rand as soon as they could,
Margot and Werner joined him there.

After the war, Margot and Werner’s worst fears everalized as they learned that
the families they left behind in Germany had akmdilled in concentration camps. In
Jewish tradition, a candle is lit and special pray@e said on the anniversary of a loved
one’s death. It is also customary to visit thevgrand place a small rock on the
headstone as a symbol of God’s eternal presenitesinvorld and the next. Margot and
Werner do not know the date their parents peristueds there a grave to visit. Yet they

keep the traditions as best they can, honoring fheents on Yom HaShoah, Holocaust
Commemoration Day, each year.

After everything they had experienced, Margot &ddrner wanted to make a
clean break. They wanted to build a future thdtmbt reflect the horrors of their past.
They decided not to speak German in their homethatithey would never return to
Germany. Yet, when their son became an adult argdested in his family roots, they
changed their minds and went to Germany with hirhey spent two weeks in Germany
gathering as much information as they could abloeir family. The history is currently
a two-volume set that records their family histdifg experiences, and what they know
about their deaths. They also retrieved 8mm fithret Werner had taken as a young
adult both before and during the rise of the NaggiRe. With the help of their son,
these films have now been transferred to DVDs, ngakhem available to the next
generation of their family.

To this day, Margot and Werner are proud JewsoUddhout their lives they have
never given up their Judaism. With Hitler comiogpbwer, betrayal by friends, and their
lives in danger, they still carried their Jewislendty with them. Werner remembers
showing up at his barber’s, the same barber hébbkad going to his whole life, to find a
sign on the door that said, “No Jews allowed.” Wthe whole country turning against
the Jewish people, it would have been easy to I@adaism behind and embrace another
faith, but Margot and Werner did not do that.

Margot and Werner Meyer are still living as prowivg in Stockton, California.
It is my hope that they will continue to share theusands of pages of documents that
they have collected, the DVDs, and their storiethwiy generation and those that come
after me, and that their story will inspire othevdearn from the nightmares of our past
and to work towards the dream of a future withouateh or prejudice.
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Utk voned Dooree Dlrssres

By Tiffany Obembe and Sally Cho

A Tale of Two Survivals

Yakob and Dvora Basner’s lives took shape in thairqutown of Riga, the
Latvian Capital of 400,000 residents of where tepgnt their entire childhood. Yakob
came from a modest middle class family who valueirtJewish heritage. His father was
a letter designer and his mother was a traditiboalsewife. He remembers his father as
being a hard worker and a contributing member tietp. He was not an only child as he
shared his childhood with twin brothers. In Latvihe Jewish community was about
50,000 in size and was a very apparent aspecteirLdtvian society. Members of the
Jewish faith were very active in the community agaaizations, clubs, hospitals,
nurseries, and schools were all constructed byskelatvian residents. Many beautiful
synagogues were erected across the town and Yakaodnmbers fondly of his visits to his
personal synagogue and spending time with his faamd friends while worshiping. His
family was very orthodox, but by far he recalls msther as being the pious one in the
family and always insisting that the family go ymagogue.

Dvora Basner also came from a similar backgrounchersthen friend, and
neighbor Yakob. Her parents had four children ideclg herself and represented a
modest middle class family. Her father worked wihiég& mother took care of her and her
sister and two brothers. Dvora’s family lived neatYakob on a flat of which they
shared. She enjoyed going to synagogue with heiyfamd attending school.

Holidays were times both Yakob and Dvora enjoyed thost during their
childhoods. Because the nature of their familieslieed around traditional Orthodox
Judaism, holidays were an important part of theied and were very memorable.
Passover was one of Yakob’'s favorite holidays asehngembers eating a lot of matza.
His mother cooked special meals and there wereyaldalicious drinks to go with their
delicious holiday foods. Dvora’s favorite holidayasvHanukah because not only were
there delicious foods such as latkes, but there alss a gift giving process which she
remembers as being a fun aspect of growing up. Baktob and Dvora remember their
non-Jewish neighbors as quite friendly and accgptiBut during the years leading up to
the war, it was apparent that tensions were risasgeven then a five year old Yakob
remembers when he went to the hospital for an ynjHiis nurse spoke Latvian to him
and rudely told him to, “go back to Palestine”. YiguYakob did not know what she
meant as he only spoke Yiddish but he soon foundavbat she had said to him.

Although many of their neighbors had been friendly, war grew near, Dvora
noticed that the state police was increasingly beeg anti-Jewish. And until 1934, the
Latvian government was a democratic republic whiad Jewish representatives, but it
was not the case by late 1934. The government yasldted and it had seemed that a
dictatorship was on the rise. Jewish individualsen® longer allowed to have jobs and
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therefore both Yakob’s and Dvora’s fathers had tbst right to hold a job. They had
lived in a building with German immigrants theirtiea childhood but now many of their
German neighbors moved backed to Germany. Only Jemsined in the town which
meant that there was now no non- Jewish individogirotest the inhuman crimes that
would soon follow. Humiliation was a major factorthe treatment of Jews as they were
forced to wear the Star of David on their armsfas be forced to be ashamed of their
Jewish heritage. If someone was caught in thetsiviteout the star they would be shot
and killed on the spot. Yakob and Dvora were n@éorallowed to attend school because
it had been closed along with many other Jewishbéished facilities. It had been as if
their whole lives were being taken away from them.

As the Jewish community began to crumble in Ri¢jagfahe Jewish inhabitants
were forced to live ghettos. People were only alldwo take a few necessary items.
Yakob remembers hiding his bike and skis which &eé just gotten for his birthday, in
his home so that the Germans wouldn’t find thens fdither was separated from his
family so he felt responsible to decide what himifg should take to the ghetto. Dvora
merely took a few books and items of clothing alewith her and left the rest behind
because her parents had fled away from Riga and/ab¢hen living with her aunt.

During the short time that the ghettos were usediags, Yakob recalls that
27,500 Jews were brutally killed for one reasoraoother along with his mother and
brother. They had been taken into the nearby fawaly from the ghetto and promised to
be resettled elsewhere. This was not the truth iexy@nd the Germans shot and killed
Jews at will but they couldn’t kill them all. Themaining individuals sat in the freezing
snow waiting their fate but they were allowed tture to the ghetto. While in the ghetto
Yakob met his uncle who informs him that a smaletgh for workers was being
organized. Yakob lied about his age saying he’svh8n he was barely 13 years old and
at this point is unaware of what happened to hisilfain the forest until someone told
him. They had been killed on his birthday and uthiié day he experiences both sorrow
and celebration on his birthday.

Every morning in the ghetto they were taken on levajks to do hard labor.
Yakob had to clean rooms for the German officers wiere at the time residing in his
former school. Any left over food or scraps suchhasse meat, rotten fish, or spoiled
canned goods were given to the Jews to eat. levwbaing he would return back to his
ghetto and in the morning the process would repssit.

Dvora’s ghetto experience was much different thakob’s because they resided
in separate ones. As she had stayed behind dueetéatt that she had her appendix
removed. Therefore she remained in Riga for twas/@athe ghetto. She later became
separated from her aunt and was forced to go idmdr at a woman named Maria’s
home. There, she hid in a potato cellar and wasdskever to leave the cellar
boundaries. For a year she remained in the pottarcwith barely enough room to
move around, she knew that her life depended osthaging inside.
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Part Il — The Concentration Camps

The ghetto life continued only until the completioof the Kaiserwald
concentration camp in Riga. During summer and aotwh 1943, Yakob and the
remaining prisoners were transported by ship toles® port. After a relatively short stay
at the Polish Stutthof camp, the prisoners weresprarted once again because of the
steady approach of American forces. Yakob rechbsdfficers herding and packing the
prisoners into small train compartments as if thveye cattle. In those cramped trains the
Jewish prisoners were taken to the well-known Boalad camp in Germany, then later
to Leytmeritz and Theresienstadt.

Yakob was constantly on the move toward a new aanaigon camp; yet, the
living conditions were equally horrid. All the poisers awoke with the first glimpse of
sunlight, quickly marching outside and filing imeat rows for roll call. Officers called
out each prisoner’s identification number, and oimgone was missing, the officers
would search the entire camp while the rest ofgii®oners waited in their rows. These
roll calls could last for hours. Yakob remembeitsnge when an evening roll call lasted
throughout the night, and many people gave up grym withstand the fatigue and
coldness. “It was a snowy night, and all around hwguld see people dropping to the
ground. Some fell asleep and died; others weretshagath immediately,” he says.

After roll call, he spent the rest of his day tagi under the supervision of 2
German bosses. Many of these “bosses” had acto@diy German criminals and thieves
who were hired to treat the imprisoned Jews asalbyuds possible. They took pleasure in
beating the workers, also commonly using whips withiron piece on the tip. In one
instance, Yakob had been innocently working ondoity when one of the bosses ordered
him to walk closer. Then, the officer started toipvifakob, telling the other workers to
watch closely and learn what kind of punishment dollow misconduct. The whip
continuously struck his flesh and dug deeper sdargiever, Yakob promised himself
never to show a sign of weakness. “I knew whathibes wanted. He wanted to see me
cry and beg on the floor for mercy.” More deternaiiean ever, Yakob bit his lips trying
not to shed a single tear. The officer was equadiiermined to break Yakob’s defiant
pride, and ordered him, “Count!” Yakob had no otbleoice but to force out his pain and
anger by yelling out the numbers. “...ACHT, NEUN, HHE...” The furious German
continued to whip, making Yakob wonder how many enbe could endure. “I thought
he would give me 15 lashes, but soon | countedtdten to 25.” He was finally let go,
but it took a while before his brutally beat legailel not support the weight of his body.
During another whipping, a German officer namedn li@ustav saw Yakob’s body
involuntarily jerk up after every lashing. Annoyadd eager to incur more damage, Iron
Gustave held out his pistol directly on top of Yhlsohead. As a result, Yakob’s head hit
into the pistol tip with every lashing, becomindj fof bumps and bruises by the next day.

Such a day was followed by the shortest dinnerreeétl the workers retired in
their 3-level bunk beds that were infested witre li@end other undetectable diseases.
Sanitation was one of the last priorities in thes&centration camps, in addition to
safety. Yakob remembers that at one of the earlenps, men slept one the cold, stone
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floor, even in the harshest of winter days. “Somes they gave us some cloth-like
materials for warmth...but you can't call those bletsk’ Thus, the workers were in
constant danger of sicknesses. In fact, Yakob Wasth the typhoid fever when he was
finally liberated by the Russians in 1944.

Yakob returned home to Riga after recuperatingy tmfind that all of his family
members had been killed in the war. Merely 17 ye&dsand alone in the world, Yakob
believed that there were only 2 choices availatileould stay on the streets and do
nothing, or | could become something and live tonwy story. After suffering so much, |
had to remain strong and show the Germans whaslaapable of,” he says. With this
goal, he sought out to find some family friends wWnadly took him in and provided a
home. For the next few year, Yakob diligently atket the Latvian high school, evening
schools, and technical schools to learn a trade.

Meanwhile, his childhood friend Dvora was alsoniyiin Riga after surviving the
war. She was walking down the street one day whensaw a troop of Russian soldiers
marching towards her. As the men passed by, Dvpottesd her long-lost friend also
marching in the crowd, and instantly yelled, “YAKOB akob marched on, but it didn’t
take him long to find Dvora less than 2 days laterd then, these two fated friends were
wed on June 8, 1948.

Almost 60 years later, Yakob and Dvora Basner geanselves in front of two
young high school reporters, eager to spill thainful memories of the Holocaust. They
have long since been living comfortably as Unitddt€s citizens with 2 daughters, 3
grandchildren, and 4 great-grandchildren. Yet, theth feel an obligation to educate the
young generations about a horrible event that disggrous and could be repeated” says
Yakob. He does his best to tell his story by teaghat schools, attending seminars,
participating in interviews, and even writing shoremoirs. He hopes that these efforts
will reach out to a modern population that is gtjuforgetting the huge impact of the
Holocaust. “It may not affect them directly, buiopée don’t have to be indifferent.”
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By Franklin Lee

Under the Burning Candlestick

Beneath the burning thread from the candle thedaikness. While some were
being burned, out of their lives some were undemshivering in the darkness, deprived
from their home, family, and freedom. Michele, Wsothat she is one of the lucky
survivors from the Holocaust. However, her pagiegiences are unforgettable and has
stained her childhood with so much misery that esives adults with happy memories.
Being only five, she lived the life of true stanegst  Her life was not from the
concentration camp where so many people spirite Wwarned and destroyed. Rather her
story is the shade right underneath the candle evBbe had to hide from warmth;
shunned away from life itself.

Michele was born in 1935 in Pairs, France. Hehndgat Max Rambert, came to
Paris at 18 from Poland and married Chana. Theg fmur children. They had three
sons: Akel, David, and Maurice; and one daughtachkle, who was the youngest child
of all four. They were the only Jewish family imetr neighborhood. And although they
celebrated all of their holidays they felt no penl living with many other French
citizens who were mostly Roman Catholic.

When Michele became five-years old, around 1940rld\W/ar 1l was affecting
many parts of Europe. From Michele’s memoriesreingembers how the German trucks
filled in boulevards and avenues. They first cecdied beautiful houses to use them as
headquarters and offices. Then they made all depesple wear black shirts with the
Star of David to symbolize that they were Jewistandom people were taken from the
streets and sent to triage camps where people sel@ed by their gender, age, and
health to be killed or sent to concentration camp®n some occasions Germans
humiliated many people Jewish or not. For exantpkey would make men take off their
pants to see if their penis were circumcised ireotd determine if the men were Jewish
or not (the Jewish religion circumcises boys on8tieday after birth).

Through humiliating and violent methods Germansktowmny Jewish men and
women to concentration camps. Maurice, Michela@ther, was one of the unlucky
people to be caught and killed.

Her father, who had a business that was relaterngpanies with thread, found
the threat from the Germans very intimidating aRturice’s death and found a private
home for Michele. He also hid his sons in the Eheanderground. He used huge sums
of money to keep all of his children hidden durthg war time while he and his wife
stayed in their home. They were forced to shogegtin times of the day and stay inside
the house the remainder of the time.
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Michele’s life in the private home was very hard fer. Being only five, she
needed the care of nurturing parents. Insteadhatido face hunger, mistreatment, and
humility. Her private home was in a village in @y remote place where it was hard for
many soldiers to venture. She stayed there withwoman who was receiving money
from Michele’s father. She gave Michele plentychbres to do and took her along to the
factory to work with her. Because Michele was het child, and someone who was not
to her liking, she scolded her often. Despite hlaedship she continued to live in this
remote area. Once, she had to hide in the folese &ecause the German soldiers were
nearby the village. If caught both Michele and Wheman who was taking care of her
would be killed. Therefore Michele had no choice to hide in the forest for three days.
There she fed herself with unripe berries which enlagr sick for many days.

After three long years, the war finally ended.réimember that day very clearly.
A radio station announced... ‘Mr. Hitler you lost thar at last. The war is finally over.”
Right after hearing those words Michele burst tei@rs. Later that day her parents came
with her brothers after the long miserable war.

When she came back, she greeted the American sottiig were coming in big
trucks on the street. They were throwing out maypes of candies and treats. There
Michele was able to retrieve gum called Juicy Fwthich is a brand that still exists.

Later Michele found out that only one of her fatbdive brothers came back
home and only one sister of her mother survivediiie

When she grew up and came to America she met lslvahd Chen. Together
they learned about their unforgettable pasts.

Her husband’s father was related to the diamondstmg. All Jewish men who
were related to the diamond industry had to suffenensely because their children were
taken by force and put to concentration camps. nCleing the oldest, took the
responsibility of the other children. From the maays in the concentration camps they
were forced to do many things. Often, in thin kelog they forced the kids outside in the
cold about three feet apart from each other. Fitbose horrible situations Chen
survived. It is no wonder, that when he came duihe camp at age 11 he was only
30Ibs.

Despite Hitler's plan to exterminate the Jews, thweye able to thrive. Michele

believes that their strong personality and bonavben their families contributed to this.
She now has one son, grandson, and a loving datigHiawy.
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By Chelsea McNay

Lilke’s Story

“It was a wonderful generation of young people...aggation of dreamers, and
those dreamers developed an inner force to reaicto dlie stars.”

When our interview started, Lilke’s eyes sparkleminiscing of the old days, of
theaters and concerts, culture and intellect inHeenetown of Lodz, Poland. Lilke was
born on October 30th, 1921, into a Jewish midddssfamily with Socialist ideals.

She had one brother, Elek, 3 years younger tharHgehad chocolate brown hair
and bright blue eyes, and was an exceptionally gonathematician. They understood
each other very well, and were extremely closerdw he was punished once by my
parents with words, no physical thing, and he wgsg, and | started to cry, because he
was crying. Everything was vice versa,” she sdtte Was a dear, dear friend.”

Her parents were very understanding and open veittahd Elek. Her father was
an assemblyman, and her mother was a teacher.grbeyup in Lodz as well, and were
educated in Russian schools. Education was vergritgpt to their family. Lilke and her
brother both attended private Jewish schools, alikd bad just graduated high school.

“Wherever you live, you build your life,” was thelogan of the Jewish
community in Poland. Jewish life was very activeLwdz, with many Jewish schools,
sports, orchestras, theaters, and temples. Every@seinvolved, from the youngest
children to the oldest members of society, to reaah to create a better life for
themselves. Lilke’s family was not very observas they celebrated the Jewish holidays
more symbolically than religiously. They celebrateolidays that stemmed from the
Socialist Movement, such as International WomeBbay, and International Child’s Day.
However, there was still an amount of anti-SemitismLodz. “It is very hard to
describe,” Lilke said. “You could feel that you wenot liked.” Occasionally, when
walking to school, Polish children would throw reclat them. Jews were also not
allowed to have a profession in certain industisesh as the tobacco industry.

In 1937 in a small township, or shtetl, in Polatltere was a pogrom. Polish
people came to Jews’ houses and cracked the windowisattacked the Jewish people.
Lilke and her family protested against it, in demsiations in Lodz and other cities in
Poland. “I will not blame everybody, | will blamée Polish church, which did not do
anything to hold back, but was the point of hatredplanting the hatred. Those
memories are not pleasant memories.”
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Lilke was very aware of the slogans of Hitler ahd Nazis because Mein Kampf
was published, but could not imagine that it wodddvelop in such a colossal impact on
the world. “We could not imagine that all Germamsuld fall under the spell...of
Hitler,” she said. They believed the democratidiparwere quite strong, and thought that
they would be highly opposed to Hitler’s ideas.

At the end of 1937, they started to hear that Gardews with Polish ancestors
were deported from Germany to a border city in Raldn the beginning of 1938, a
group of German Jews were sent to Lodz. The Gergmmernment had told their
population that the life in Germany was going franculture that was on a high
intellectual level, into one on a level of completeumanity.

“Human nature is very particular, you know. Sometsnwe don’t want to listen
to bad news, so we build a wall. So when those Ipesiprt to tell us what was happening
in Germany, we believed it, but we could not corhprel that it would come to this.
German Jews were extremely assimilated into theeireul They believed they were first
German, then Jews. They were wondering: why is ltlispening to us? So we were
aware, and we felt in 1938 that something was gtorttappen.”

Their life did not change at first. Lilke lost henother from cancer of the
esophagus in 1938. She attended an exam to eeté&fniversity of Warsaw School of
Nursing, and her brother was still working, angettiool. In June of 1939, they went on
vacation to Czechoslovakia for two weeks, and retdrto Poland, stopping in Warsaw
on their way to Lodz.

However, it was a very difficult time, because fanmily felt as though something
was hanging over their heads. They had friends a/lebddren were sent to the military,
because of the military mobilization in Poland, d@hey did not know what would await
them.

It was September the first, 1939, when everythingnged. It was a wonderful,
sunny morning, one of the last days of summer, stvel and her family heard planes
passing overhead. Her father did not go to work tlag, sirens could be heard, and the
radio was monitoring the planes. Lilke and her leotlooked at all the planes passing
by, and wondered if they were Polish or German. ‘Méat to bed very late, and did not
know what the morning would bring. The next mornitige newspaper was not there.
We turned on the radio, and it announced that Floleas occupied by Germany.”

In the next weeks, her father lost his job in titg ball, and small stores and
schools were closed. Lilke often saw German sadar motorcycles in the streets.
However, when her father lost his work, her fanailgo lost their livelihood. A few days
after the occupation, her father’'s good friend frbim work, brought them packages of
food.

Two weeks after the Germans occupied Lodz, in teniag the building in
which they lived was surrounded by German soldi€rey knocked on the doors. In
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Lilke’s hallway, were large bookcases, and on theorad and third shelves were books
by a famous German writer. The soldier marched tinéohallway, took out a knife, and
began to throw the books off of the shelves. Hd them to get ready to leave their
apartment. “The minute the Germans were in the, @iople instinctively felt that
something was going to happen, so everyone hacalkpaek with clothes in it, to take
with them. We were not allowed to bring these backs. We were only wearing robes
and slippers.” Big trucks were outside, and eveeyaas put onto different trucks. They
arrested Lilke and her family, and they were serd factory in Lodz, where they stayed
for six weeks.

“I cannot describe the feeling exactly, but we doabt understand what was
happening. It was probably fright. We were friglgenIn a sense we were in the
unknown, and this was the tactic of the Germanmake us disoriented. They said to ‘sit
over there,” with 500-600 people, and we did nobwnwhat would happen. We only
heard commands: Come here! Sit down! Stand up!c@bis room! Do not go into this
room!”

After the six weeks, Lilke and her family were mut a train, without knowing
where they were being sent. It was November, anc# snowing. The train stopped at a
shtetl, and let a small party out, which she, hrether, and her father were a part of. A
group of Jews stood at the station, and said agesd words to cheer them up. They
then took them to a small temple, gave them somgtto eat, and divided them to
different families that lived there. Lilke was takan by an older man and his wife. “He
had a wonderful angelic face...he looked like a pedgtshe mentioned. They stayed in
their warm, clean house for two weeks.

Then, she, her father, and her brother had to desltat to do, and where to go.
They decided to go to another small city, Piotrkamvwhich her father had an uncle.
They left in the middle of the night with a slatedaone horse. She lived in a crowded
apartment with her relatives, and her father fowodk at the Jewish Community Center,
in the Department of Social Work and Welfare. Henily received a room in the school
building, and donated bedding.

Everyday, German soldiers showed great brutaliyatds the Jews in Piotrkow.
They could not walk on the same sidewalk as Germand they had to bend down
whenever they saw them. Young people started tanizg illegal schools, and Lilke’s
brother was a teacher for younger children. Afrfather passed away in 1941, she and
her brother joined an underground, or illegal, grofi young people that tried to convey
news and illegal literature they received from Vdarsto other groups of that kind in
other areas. They would meet every evening to &flg songs, and recite poetry. They
started to build an ‘underground’ life, by doingyinng they could to oppose to German
soldiers, and to keep up the human spirit. Durimg time, Lilke also met her future
husband.

However, in 1942, she and her brother were captiyeg@erman soldiers, and put
onto another train, and sent to a working campedaBlizin. They were divided to go
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into barracks, with straw spread on the floor. Eaxrning, the soldiers would count all
of the people in “appeals.” “If someone was missimgif someone was sick, the whole
camp would be punished. They would not receiver ttagion of bread, or soup. During
the day, her brother was forced to sew German idlgttwhile she worked in a small

hospital on the grounds, where they tried to halyppae who was sick, even without the
proper supplies. Blizin, like any other working qamuring the Holocaust, had horrible
conditions. They used the snow to wash, and werttms of terrible physical abuse. “I

don’t know how we survived it. Our will to live, pibably.”

It was during this time Lilke met three older girlsho she became very good
friends with. They developed a sisterhood, calleel 1Camp Sisters,” who were like
family to her after their time at Blizin, and fovary long time after the Holocaust ended.

Lilke and her brother had two encounters with mgssdrom their underground
group during their time at Blizin. Once, they heatdnes hitting the roof of where they
slept, that meant that people had surrounded thep.cdahe second time, someone
working outside the camp brought a note to thenctigarette paper. Symbolic words
were written on the paper, meaning that someonddalming money from time to time
to divide between the underground group members.

Lilke and her brother were put on trains and sersix camps over the following
years, until she arrived at Auschwitz. “That wadiféerent planet. That is something you
cannot describe. The Camp Sisters helped me suntivdive through each day.” Once,
she was waiting in a line to use the showers.dntfof them was a line of gypsies. They
went into the tunnel to go into the showers, arlkdeLand others were next in line. They
started to notice that no one was coming out. Mpsigs had been killed, and they were
afraid to go into the tunnel, and not come outdtreer end. However, they did go in, and
they were stripped naked. Above their heads, lmgyhibs were swinging, and droplets of
water were trickling down from the showerheads. Water stopped, and the German
soldiers sent them out. “We came out alive fromghewers. We did not know whether
to be thankful to be alive or not. At this time weere already skeletons, dirty, and
hungry. After the showers, | went to a place wheceuld see men walking around. |
called the name of my brother, and he was stanioynthe wires that were dividing the
men and womens’ camps. | kissed him goodbye, aatdatas the last goodbye.”

From Auschwitz, she was sent to another camp inmbantains, and then on a
long march to Bergen Belson, another death camgy Were forced to march for two or
three weeks without food or shoes, and when somishéserman soldiers shot them.
“The people behind you were always trying to hetpi gtand up, and keep going. Near
the end, we could hear canons. Some places hadlglbeen liberated by the Americans
and the Russians.”

In 1945, Bergen Belson was liberated by the Enghisimy. She met her future
husband again at the liberation, and together, tieggan to gather leftover papers and
belongings of people who had lived in the campsyTtrganized a communal life right
away. It was very difficult, but they organized tcué facilities, to help the surviving
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people to connect to the world again. Lilke recdieeletter from their socialist friends,
saying that they were invited to go to BrusseldgBen. Four months after the liberation,
they traveled from Germany to Belgium, where thegd for five years. They received
papers to come and live with family members in theted States, and they built their
new life. She was married to her husband, and exele he has passed away, he was
her life-long partner for 42 years.

“Have you found peace with the Holocaust?” | asked.

“You never can find peace with the Holocaust, bui gan do something with the
hate. You turn the hate into something positiveu Yoink that you believe, that from
your negative experiences, you can teach the youygeeration to understand that our
life is too short to hate each other. That we canvdh our life so many positive things,
that hatred brings hatred. The differences betvweaple or nations can be solved much
easier with words than with brutality. So you nefiad peace in the sense that you can
forget it. You don’'t want to forget, you want only use it, in a positive way. What |
would like to add, really, is one thing: to throway the word hate from our human
vocabulary and to let the younger generations kti@aw life has so much to offer, to use
what life is offering, and bring understanding atk other to more use.”
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Interview translated by Kira Sukhenko

No history textbook could ever convey the expeei¢hat | had with this project;
it was simply beyond words.

Boris Mazelis was born into an ordinary Jewish fgran June 1, 1931 in Vinitza,
a small city located in the southwest region ofditke. While growing up, his family was
extremely close and celebrated the Jewish holittaysther. Their loving home included
his parents, sister, grandmothers, two aunts, anéphew. His father was an expert
craftsman and worked as an incredibly skilled shadean Little did they know, this
talent would eventually save their lives.

On June 22, 1941, the Mazelis family learned thatn@any had attacked the
Soviet Union. They knew it would not be long befthe Germans targeted their own
community in Litin, the city where Boris and hisnfdy had moved to from Vinitza.
Within a month, the Germans entered the city, leetbe Mazelis family could evacuate.
As a 10 year old boy, Boris remembers this expederery well.

On December 19,941, the Germans drove the Jews from their homedaced
them to march to the outskirts of Litin. Each familas ordered to pack three days worth
of necessities; they were told that they were beahgcated to another part of the city. In
reality, the four thousand Jews were forced to m&war miles toward a forsaken future.
Filled with fear, they were completely vulnerabke they walked. Although Boris felt
terrified, he tried to be strong for his sister.

Once they reached the outskirts of Litin, the Nastected the most skilled
individuals and their immediate families, equalialgout 300 individuals. Thankfully,
Boris's father was known for his expertise as dtsmraan, and so, their family was
included in this fortunate group. However, Borgg'andmothers, aunts, and nephew were
rejected and forced to the other side. Boris renegmhbis grandmother begging for her
life, screaming for her family, and being draggecwg

Boris saw others forced to strip away not onlytlodathes, but the last shreds of
their dignity. They were then ordered to march hapotwo miles naked. The Nazis shot
every last man, woman, and child that walked thagemiles that day. In the Germans’
eyes, these people were simply worthless. Heakbrgaries and the sound of gunshots
pierced through the night, keeping Boris awakehaskillings continued. Boris lost all of
his extended family in this massacre.

Shortly after the massacre, the surviving Jews viereed to live on a single

street in Litin. This marked the beginning of theavish ghetto. Although Boris’s father
had permission to leave the ghetto in order toogedrk, most Jews did not enjoy such a
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small luxury. They had to shop, eat, and live as #ingle street. It was impossible to
even think about leaving the ghetto due to the eacurity surrounding its perimeter.
Without hesitation, the guards would shoot anyohe wied to escape.

The conditions in the Litin ghetto were simply imhane. Life turned upside
down and completely changed at this point. It bexa@mreasingly difficult to engage in
traditional religious and cultural practices. Halyd could no longer be celebrated in the
same open and festive manner, and speaking thévenknguage, Yiddish, was
discouraged. Everyone was required to wear the &tddavid on their clothing and
display it on their front door. As a child, Boriglif that wearing it made him special and
unique. However, as people started to point thegeirs at him as he walked down the
street, it was not long before he understood thkmeaning behind it. His family even
bartered away their own belongings in order to nmeakds meet.

On June 12, 1942, the Germans and the Ukrainiaeepobnspired to surround
the Litin ghetto, arrest all the children, and nerrthem. Boris and his family were well
aware of their cruel intentions. They desperataldtto find possible hiding places for
the children. Boris and his sister had a secret, pldhich ultimately saved their lives.
Their hiding place was in the dirt cellar; a didiénunderneath a makeshift toilet. As they
rushed to hide underground, they accidentally tippeer the bucket. Still, the Mazelis
family managed to hide in the cellar, surroundedH®sir own waste, for half the day.
When the authorities and their dogs came to sdarcthildren in the house, they were
too discouraged to check the bathroom thoroughéytdithe repugnant stench.

Through word of mouth, Boris's family found out thtae Germans were not
killing Jews in Romania. In the summer of 1943,ytiveere rescued by trustworthy
Ukrainian friends Mikhail and Jevgena Bondarchuke lBondarchuks helped transfer
Boris and his family across the border to a saéet pf Ukraine, Zhemrinka, which was
under Romanian control. Although Zhemrinka was tedanly an hour away from Litin,
it took Boris and his family a full day to reactethity. Putting their own lives in danger,
the Bondarchuks demonstrated immense courage amdrity in their efforts to save
Boris and his family from harm.

Once they arrived in Zhemrinka, the Mazelis chitdreemained in constant
hiding. At this time, the Nazi soldiers were raglidkrainian houses to collect provisions
for the troops. The Bondarchuks hid the Mazelisdecan in these sacks in the backyard
just in case soldiers were to show up at their éolisthey had been found by the
authorities, the Bondarchuks were to pretend they did not know where the children
came from. Fortunately, Boris and his sister weneen found.

While living in Zhemrinka, there was another ocoaswhen the Mazelis family
was miraculously saved. One night, a drunken Nalzlier roaming the street suddenly
barged into the Mazelis home. As he held a pistgheir mother’s neck, Boris became
frightened and did not understand what the soldianted from his mother. At that
moment, other Nazi soldiers from outside calleddhenken solider to return back to the
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street. Just before leaving, he struck Boris’s mo#cross the face, leaving her shaken
but grateful for her life.

Boris was the main caregiver to his sister whileyttived in each ghetto; he
learned how to cook since his parents were ofteayaat work. Potatoes, porridge, and
bread were the staples of their meager diet. Title Wwas to try not focus on their hunger,
as they had much bigger problems. The lack of prbopating also made it difficult for
Boris and his family to stay warm.

That same summer, as Boris and his family werendivin Zhemrinka, the
Germans killed the remaining residents of the Lgiretto. It was a terrifying and tragic
time in the lives of the Mazelis family. On March,21944, when the region was finally
liberated by the Soviet Army, Boris and his fanmdyurned to their hometown of Vinitza.
At last, their freedom was restored after 33 loranths. Boris was just 13 years old.

Today in Litin, there stand four monuments that owmorate the catastrophic
experience of the Jewish people at this time.

In April of 1992, Boris and his wife Sophia, alongth their children and
grandchildren, made the decision to move to thetddniStates, as anti-Semitism
remained widespread in the Soviet Union at thigtiithe economy in the former Soviet
Union was quite bad, and the shelves of storedniit2& were growing barer by the day.
It became increasingly difficult for people to asguthe most basic necessities for
survival. Even waking before dawn to wait in stéirees did not bring much luck. In
2003, Boris and his family came to live in Calif@@and have resided here ever since.

Boris feels that it is his duty to tell his stoxy the world. The memories of his
experience during the Holocaust are still freshisxmind. He learns thatife should not
be taken for granted.”

Next year, Boris and his wife will celebrate theo™" anniversary, their “golden
year.” Today, they have two daughters and threedgt@aughters who live close by. After
all they have been through, their family remainmuouotted to the traditions of their past
and putting family above all else.
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7 /
By Rachel Minkoff

A Special Man with a Sincere Message

Earl Greif is a Holocaust survivor and a man todspected as he survived one of
the most dreadful happenings that mankind has saesm, that the world has ever known,
the Holocaust. History tends to repeat itself,eirts of anti-Semitic hatred, and Earl has
dedicated his entire life to making sure that th@ddaust never happens again. No
matter what, there will be hatred and Anti-Sempigople in this imperfect world. Earl’s
plan is to create a platform of education for tihddcen of the next generation. It all
starts with us, if we are encouraged to learn efrtfonstrosities of our society then the
children of today will most likely grow up to figlggainst anti-Semitism. A poem that
was written by Earl’s wife Shirley Greif says jubsat:

“Starving, broken, smelling of death
The children of Israel
Survived the madman’s dream
Carried the blood and the ancient faith
Back to the Promised Land ...” (Greif 158).

Earl is building a vessel that will last foreverTalerance Education Center. A
museum that will open the eyes and ears of childrehadults to the stories, recordings,
movies, and newspaper articles of the mlamyan being#ost during the Holocaust.

Earl’s story is a miracle, an unbelievable expeargefor anyone to have lost their
faith. But to Earl he never stopped believing ilG- in that higher power. While barely
surviving, Miriam Greif, Earl’s mother, would coasitly tell him to “have faith, ...the
time will come when we will be free again” (Grei0% While barely surviving in the
freezing winter Earl would play back childhood meies in his mind. He recalled the
memory of sitting at the Shabbat dinner table \kithloving family. He could smell and
taste the warm baked Chalah bread with butter laadliavor of fruits and cheeses. After
a year, those memories began to fade and the régbsrof death began to set on his
already tortured mind. The vivid memories of thédaaights in the forest and the horrid
view of Jewish men with gold stars sewn to theithuhg lifting dead Jewish carcasses
onto wheelbarrows, and tossing them into mass gravVhese lifeless bodies meant
nothing to the Nazi's, only hell for the Jews.

Before being put into a starvation death camp,’'&gdrents, Izak and Miriam,
and his brother Lou, age ten, Dvorah, age two,Eartl age sixteen, thought it would be
best if they fled from their home in Chlopcziee)dPal. Their home was being attacked
by “hoodlums.” Earl’'s family stayed at their Unddiouse, Hersh Schreiber, for a period
of time in Rudki. They soon learned that the “hamd$” were stealing all the riches of
their friends and family. His family soon decidedfee into the deep forest to avoid the
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Germans. After a year of living in the forest with food or comforts from their long
lost home, Earl’s father one day saw a sign sathag if any Jewish person was caught
hiding in the forest he would be shot instantlyeTamily was exhausted and thought it
would be best to give up. The sign also statet ithgou turned yourself in, then one
would be given work. For those reasons, his fathibught it was best to turn themselves
into the Germans. They realized too late thatwlas the biggest mistake they would ever
make. The family was not put to work; instead there put into a starvation camp in
Rudki. While walking towards the barracks they fdutmemselves stepping on dead
corpses lying on the cold dirt. The Germans toak@neif family to a room packed with
people, no furniture, just a bunch of hay that Veditson the floor for them to lie on. The
only food to eat was called potato soup which way @ bowl of hot water and potato
shavings. People were literally being starved tatliethere was no way out. Earl said
that many people would not even get up to go tevelthemselves because they felt so
defeated. The stench was that of rotting fleshctvhiwas unimaginable. The room was
filled beyond capacity with people causing infesioand dysentery diseases. Death
came. Everyone in Earl's family got sick except fiis mother; Miriam would put cold
rags on her families fevered foreheads. The pressuher was immense.

In April 1943, Earl heard gun shots being firedd ahe Gestapo forced all the
Jews out of the compacted room to a ditch outdile. Gestapo would shoot anyone who
was moving slowly. That's when Earl heard the gatshEveryone was screaming and
Earl, crying hysterically, said “We’re going to di€his is the end.” Earl’'s mother took
Earl and kissed him on the head quickly and toid &ihe loved him. That's the last thing
he ever heard from his mother, Earl and his yourmgether Lou crawled into a brick
oven and hid there for a long time. Everyone elss taken outside to a large ditch and
was shot to death. Earl’s mother, thirty-eight, &atier, forty-three and baby sister were
among the many that died that day at the starvai@onp. Lou and Earl hid in the brick
oven for the rest of the day and came crawlingaoutheir stomachs late that night. The
starvation camp was completely destroyed; no remsnahit existed. After the mass
killing, the camp was torn down. The two brotheer@vcompletely lost in the world with
no surviving family, no life around them. All théwad left in the world were each other.
In April 1943, the two brothers fled back into tleeest, back into hiding.

Lou, being only around eleven years old, cried gway in that forest. Weeping
that they would die from this, he was constantlyirgy for fear of losing both of their
lives to the Germans. One day Earl told Lou thaivas going to take a walk alone in the
forest, and when he got far enough away from hoshier where he would not be seen or
heard, Earl collapsed on the floor of the forest bagan to weep. He wept hysterically,
holding his hands out to the sky praying to G-d tieaand his brother would survive this
horrific period. Pleading to G-d for protection,r feome kind of support, when Earl
dropped his hands and he looked out at the forebtsaw, small animals, chipmunks,
squirrels, little birds looking at him. “Angels,”ad thought. “Angels are with us” He
said to himself. Earl had a complete turnaround anshole new look at life with a
different attitude. He became fearless, ready foatvever lay ahead. He sprinted back to
his weeping brother and calculated a plan to heacrds Russia. They changed their
names to sound less Jewish and headed out to Rubsi® they ran into a man who
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owned a farm. The man took the boys in after tlody the farmer that their mother was
very ill and their father had died. The farmer gévem work and a place to stay. Almost
everyday Earl and some of the other boys he wowigdwould take the cows to a pool

of water and go swimming. Earl was the only onalbthe boys not to take off his pants.
The boys made fun of him constantly and accusedafib@ing circumcised. Only Jewish

boys were circumcised at that time. The other begat so far as to try to rip off his

pants. Thankfully the farmer shooed the boys altthngas a very close call for Earl and

his brother. The next day Earl and Lou packed ttieirgs and went back on the road.
Side by side the two brothers walked along the \wmaghwhich seemed like an eternity.

When he saw a Russian truck headed towards the Baak,explained to the Russian

army men their story and asked for a ride to Ruddrdortunately, since the truck was

headed toward the Russian front they did not phekrt up. They suggested waiting for
another vehicle going toward Russia. About thirtyues later a Russian tank arrived.
Earl then jumped out in the road forcing the tamkalt. Mr. Greif explained to the men

in uniform his situation and asked if they couldchia ride back to their nearest camp
sight. The Russian soldier said yes, but only lwexhr for one of them. Being the smart
man that Earl was, he decided to sit on top otdah& while his brother sat inside.

Soon the two wandering brothers would be free,qutetd by the Russian army.
The war had ended in 1945, and it was time to fefdge. The two brothers came to
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania in 1947 where they Etan uncle named Abraham Greif.
Lou, who was twelve, began going to school andsgaiight A’s. At the age of eighteen,
Lou relocated to California, and accepted a jothwiughes Aircraft Company. While
Earl was still trying to find himself he decideceththat he would move to Los Angeles
to find a job. He became a very successful reatestgent. During that time he met the
love of his life, Shirley Greif.

Before all of this, when the Greif family went inbading Earl had an older sister
named Reizel that escaped Poland before 1939 wieeiNazis came to attack all the
Jews. Isn’t it ironic that Lou, Earl and Reizel eddup in Los Angeles, and now keep in
close contact? After having lost all of his famitythe Holocaust (parents, aunts, uncles,
cousins), it was a miracle to have their sister.

Earl could have given up in the forest with histbews, but instead he bravely ran
and hid— it worked! He made something out of hihs@he day in Los Angeles he was
watching the news and saw skinheads denying teatithocaust ever existed. When Earl
heard these ridiculous, outrageous statements didedkfrom that day on that he would
tell his story, that he would educate future geti@na. That's when he began reliving his
past in order to tell his story; he was determinededucate the world so that the
Holocaust would never come again.

Earl Greif has many accomplishments; he is co-feandf the Holocaust
Memorial in Palm Desert, California, has sharedexigerience in a two hour video with
Steven Spielberg and the Shoah Foundation, andbbas written about in many
newspaper articles. Earl speaks at many middlehagtd schools to inform and educate
the students. Mr. Greif even wrote a book calldadels in the Forest,” which tells
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about his fight for survival, and he confessed #hadry time he reads his book that he
breaks down in tears because of the horrifying nt@ade survived. Mr. Greif's current
project is building the Tolerance Education Center.hopes to break ground sometimes
in 2008 and will be dedicated to all the people terished during the Holocaust. Earl
has created a non-profit foundation for peopledoade to this museum.

During the interview Mr. Grief passionately saidyé Holocaust survivors will
not last forever. | am 83, but this Tolerance EdocaCenter willbe forever.” Talking
with Earl and hearing his story was an inspiratiaerience. He is by far one of the
most gentle and kind individuals | have ever meirl Esreif is a special man with a
sincere message.
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S Couckn

By Allyson Zucker

Two roads diverged in a wood, and | - | took the tess
traveled by, and that has made all the difference.
-- Robert Frost, “The Road Not Taken”

My grandfather Jan Czucker was born a few yearsrédfiitler’s rise to power.

He was the fifth of six children in a religious,ateed, but relatively normal Jewish
family in a non-descript Hungarian-Czechoslovakader town called Berehovo. He
lived on one of the main roads in town in a buitdimhich also housed his father’s sister
and her family. His father owned a winery with bi®ther-in-law on the outskirts of
town, and although they had a small apartmentunaing water, and an outhouse for a
bathroom, my grandfather reminisces fondly of Isetthere. On a typical day, he
would attend public school in the morning until npgo home to eat supper, and then
skip off to Cheder (Hebrew School) through the @vgn

Before the Nazis actually came to Berehovo, hisilfafollowed what the Hitler
regime was doing by reading the newspaper anchiigieto the radio quietly so that he
and the other children wouldn’t hear what was gaing “As a child I didn’t really think
on those bases [that anything would happen to dnsly]. Of course my family was
scared, but we had no choice, nowhere to go.”

The Nazis forced the Jews to wear a yellow stathair clothes and made it
illegal for Jews to own certain businesses, wharledd his father to sell their business to
a loyal Gentile employee. In 1944, around PassamdrEaster, the Germans moved all
the Jews in town to a brick factory at the outskwof the village, along with roughly
20,000 Jews from the surrounding villages, creatingewish ghetto. Each family had
about a 12’ by 12’ space, divided only by sheeds were hung up.

From time to time, the Nazis would come and transfamilies elsewhere by
train. My grandfather and his family were there foughly two months and were
shipped out on the last transport on May 28, 1844uschwitz, Poland. At this point, he
was only thirteen and had no idea what to exp#gtist went along with my parents.”

Right before the transport, he remembers his fatheaking out to pray at the
Jewish cemetery to pay respect at the grave offdifer's parents and his father’s
brother, Shlomo. Why would his father take suadislk? My grandfather later learned
that when Shlomo was deathly sick in another tity,father traveled to bring him back
to Berehovo to experience love and a sense oftgignhis remaining months, and to be
buried next to his parents in his hometown. BefSdomo died, he said to my
grandfather’s father, “You should call upon my sehbuld you ever need me, and if |
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have any merit deserving from this world, | wiltenvene.” These words were not fully
understood to a thirteen year old boy at the time.

The train ride to Auschwitz had people squeezed each box car. My
grandfather specifically remembers that there wadvathroom and the pungent smells
more than he does the duration of the trip. Wiery &arrived at Auschwitz three to five
days later, it was raining and my grandfather walkslihg onto his father’'s hand. His
cousin Moshe pulled him away from his father. Ustinding what was to come, his
father gave him his coat and assured him, “I'll gea later.” Another individual with
their family did the same for my grandfather’slditsister, Rivka (for whom | am named),
and pulled her away from her mother, but Rivkalvaok to the other line to be with her
mother.

Each and every day thereafter for many months, ragdjather would ask Moshe
when his parents would come to see him. His codmshe promised, “tomorrow,
tomorrow...” in an attempt to encourage his hopefieyTnever showed up and likely
were taken to the crematorium straight away.

While standing on a brick in the back row (in orderlook bigger, older, and
more capable) my grandfather was chosen along Mitbhe to go to help build another
camp called Lieberozah which was in Germany nealirBeA few others he knew from
Berehovo, including his childhood friend Hugo Greétugo’s father and cousin, Mr.
Green and Joseph Katz (a.k.a. “Patchu”) were alsmsen for the job. Since my
grandfather's town had changed hands so many tilesspoke many languages
(Hungarian, Czech, Yiddish, Hebrew and German)neaethe early age of thirteen.
When the Germans realized this they began usingakian interpreter and “gofer.”

In the middle of winter, the Nazis marched him awdighly another 2,000
prisoners from Leiberozah to a different camp chBachsenhausen. During this week-
long death march, which only 700 people survived,grandfather slept in the snow and
was barely fed. My grandfather remembers the oedgon he kept walking was that, “if
you stopped, they would shoot you.”

Around March or April 1945, after having spent abaunonth in Sachsenhausen,
my grandfather was moved to another camp called thdasen in Austria. The
conditions worsened as there he witnessed Germldrersoregularly escort Jews to a
ditch that they made them use as a bathroom andt shem. At this point, my
grandfather just went on, day to day, thinking @uhd be only a day or two before it was
his turn to die.

Much to his surprise, the Germans moved my grahdfatgain, along with
Moshe, Hugo, Mr. Green and Patchu. This time totler camp called Gunzkirchen,
which was in the middle of the forest in AustridEveryone was weak, just skin and
bones” he says.
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And then, unexpectedly, one morning he woke upahitie Germans guards had
disappeared. They had run away, the Americans hiae@, and the prisoners were now
free. My grandfather, Hugo, Patchu and Mr. Greanted to go up to the main road and
see the Americans, but Moshe wanted to stay and prraey agreed that my grandfather
would wait on the road for Moshe, but my grandfathever saw Moshe again and
assumes he died that day. This was incrediblyfplaas my grandfather believed that
Moshe had kept himself alive so he could proteget. hi

The American soldiers saw the emaciated prisonatglaew them whatever they
had to eat, including their K-rations, chocolated &pam. My grandfather, having been
nearly starved, couldn’t digest this food and assalt got very sick. The Americans put
him on a truck to a hospital in Pilsen, Czechodtaa After regaining his strength, he
began to make his way home to Berehovo despit&mmiing what awaited him there.
Without money, he would sit on the steps of a freigain and as it went by at every
station, he would descend and beg for food. Tkisalme his routine for the next two
weeks, until he got to Bratislava, Czechoslovakiaene someone pointed him to a
food/soup kitchen. When he arrived at the kitched he began contemplating what had
happened, where was he to go next, and what monealgehave to endure, the manager
of the soup kitchen offered him more food if heesgt to stay to help sweep and clean.

At this point in my interview, my grandfather, fibre first and only time, began to
cry. He explained that out of nowhere, there mgtreet in front of this kitchen, were his
two of his uncles including his beloved Uncle Frankey walked by looking as if they
owned the town. My grandfather yelled, “Uncle Fcakincle Frank, Uncle Frank!”
Frank didn’t recognize him and asked, “Who are yol®y grandfather replied, “Your
nephew, Yosi Zucker, your sister Chana’s son.” nEtank answered, “Yosi, Yosi
Zucker! | expected everyone to come back but nat’yo

After the reunion, Uncle Frank bought my father r@ethes and gave him a train
ticket back to Uncle Frank’s and my grandfatheratennal grandparent’s home town of
Kosice, Czechoslovakia. Once in Kosice, he ona@nawas hospitalized as he was
unable to keep down food and was experiencingfiomightmares.

One day, two of his three older sisters came bemk fAuschwitz. When they
had learned that my grandfather was still alive iantthe hospital, they quickly ran to see
him. My grandfather was happy to see them but kepking over their shoulders,
expecting to see his mother and little sister all. w&hen they realized what he was
doing, his sisters began to cry uncontrollably. y §tandfather’s sisters have actually
told me this story before, and with great priddney say that upon seeing his older sisters
cry like this, my grandfather, now 14 years of age had been hardened as Nazi death
camp survivor said to them, “Don’t cry. I'll taleare of you.” And he has taken care of
us all ever since.

The three of them were together for about a montienwtheir older brother

returned and then another sister was found. Debping overjoyed by reuniting, one of
them inevitably complained, “What good did it daathmy father prayed by Uncle
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Shlomo’s grave (when he was not saved)?”. Howedhersimple answer was, “Who do
you think he prayed for? His family. His childrenMy grandfather realizes, “Five of
six of us came back. We were considered lucky.”

After the war my grandfather was sent to a reh@bitin camp in Ireland. Later
he attended school in London while residing with ¢ousins. In 1946, at age 15, he got
a visa to go to America to study at “Torah VaDaatJewish rabbinical seminary school
in Brooklyn, New York.

My grandfather believes the reason he survived besause he was “street
smart”, lucky, and at the right place, at the righte. Perhaps this is his secret and a
blueprint for survival through terrible times: telleve in yourself and accept that even
the hardest times will pass.

Much like the tone in Robert Frost's poem “The Roldt Taken,” my
grandfather speaks with an absence of self pity need for answers. Although Robert
Frost is an American and his poem written in Eigliss message is quintessential and
universal.
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(Dorcrs S ovrstoin

By Ashley Nguyen

Otmar Silverstein is a World War 1l veteran whoswenprisoned in Dachau for
six weeks. He was drafted into the army when heecmthe United States and fought in
World War 1l. He was so glad to leave his counktig.lives today to tell his story.

He was born in Graz, Austria in 1921. He has angeu brother and an older
sister. His date to leave Graz was seventeen Yegarson July 27, 1938, but there was a
mix up, resulting in Otmar and his brother missihg boat. The next boat to leave was
on August 13, 1938 so they stowed away. If youesdagnywhere overnight, then one
would have to register.

He came to the United States with a visa in 1938 whe help of his father’s
sister. His father’s sister was already living e tUnited States so she put together all of
the documents that would allow them to come in® ¢buntry. In the end, only Otmar
and his brother got to come into the country. Thest@po gave them thirty days to get
out of Germany. His mother and sister went to Emdjldlis father, brother, and he were
going to go to Italy, but they did not possessdhe thousand pounds of gold necessary
to enter the country. They hired a Nazi to cargold watch that his father had inherited
from his father and a jacket with his mother’'s egs sewn to the shoulder pads. When
they arrived, they got back the jacket with thentbad earrings, but the Nazi could not
find the gold watch.

He was stationed at Dachau in 1938 prior to the wdler arrested all the Jews
and took them to concentration camps. His brothas Willed because he was only
thirteen and the Nazis had no use for children.diiter and mother were kept in jail for
ten days. After that, Otmar and his family wereetakn trains, in use from World War |.
They weren’t allowed to talk on the train and thed to stare up at the ceiling. There
were storm troopers on the train watching themseh&goopers were young and old.
While on the train, Otmar’s father became ill andticonsciousness. One of the storm
troopers stopped at a train station and calledaodoOtmar’s father was taken off the
train to a hospital. Otmar’s mother stayed with faiher at the hospital while he went
into surgery. After his parents left the hospithley waited for him. Otmar was later
released from Dachau, because he was under eigateeoould not be drafted due to
German restrictions. The family lived by sellind @deir goods including their prized
piano.

They escaped to a small village called Kiputzadsroy boat. The family were
considered illegal immigrants. There were many @&a living there, many who trained
to be farmers. In one of Otmar’s suitcase was kefathat he had made for himself. His
father said that there was only one thing that dccteach him and that was to be a
tailor. The jacket had a five dollar bill hiddentime jacket so nobody would try to take
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his money. He also had a diamond earring belongings mother sewn to the shoulder
pad in his father’s jacket.

He came to New York on August 1939. He learned twfarm from the National

Farm School, finished in 1943, and continued toknam the farm. He was then drafted
into the army, which put him on the path to expadlititizenship. He received basic
training in Georgia for six weeks and was trainedhow to watch for the enemy and
shoot a rifle. He worked in a hospital in Okinawa two years instead of fighting in the
war because he was fluent in Greek and Latin. Higyrduty was to type up vaccination
orders, which included a soldier's name, rank, siockiness. He never made a mistake in
his vaccination orders. The G.I. Bill gave him tpportunity to finish his education.

He started at Michigan State and went to Cornallersity for his Ph.D. He also
received a doctoral degree from Harvard Univerdityday, he is happily married to his
wife Natasha - they were married on June 11, 18#/also has two sons, Robert and
David. He doesn’t miss anything about his past ke has also never been ashamed to

be a Jew.
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A current resident in a peaceful Bay Area town arglrvivor of the Holocaust,
Susan Greenwald, was born on March 18, 1925 iictve of Mumkacevo of what was
then known as the Republic of Czechoslovakia anidys Ukraine. Throughout her
story, Greenwald returns to this same town to aatgwhose identity shifts with the red
tides of Hitler's wings.

During her youth, the Republic of Czechoslovakia laa“wonderful freedom-
loving democracy” and vibrant economy. Meanwhite neighbor, Germany was
convulsed with political upheavals and economicosha

In 1933, Greenwald’s father died from a heart &ttaBusan was eight years old;
her only sibling, a younger brother, was six. Tisame year, Hitler became the
Chancellor of Germany. Two years later her motkerarried. In 1938, in the series of
appeasement acts, the Republic of Czechoslovaksagiven to Hungary. Being close
allies of Hitler, the Hungarians borrowed manylu Nazi ideologies and subjugated the
Jewish population of the former Czechoslovakia smynof the same discrimination that
befell the Jews within Germany.

Susan Greenwald experienced many of those disatony acts firsthand.
Attending an all girls business academy (high sthabthe time, Greenwald and her
Jewish classmates were suddenly no longer alloweslttwith their other non-Jewish
classmates. Teachers turned a blind eye to anitSen. Old friends and neighbors she
had known her entire life turned into strangers.

In June of 1943, Greenwald graduated from the lessiracademy. She was
eighteen years old and had nothing to do. ManysJewld not even get a job working
for free. By preventing students from enteringhleig education and forcing Jewish
business owners to sell to the non-Jewish, Jew® wareasingly shut out of the
mechanics of daily life. Meanwhile the tides otleli's army spread across Europe. In
March 1944, the Sunday after her nineteenth bisgth@aeenwald heard on the radio that
overnight Germany had crossed the border and takenHungary. Two or three days
later, Greenwald and many others were gatheredhtopai ghetto. Her mother, brother,
and herself stayed in a one-family house holdingaaious times nine to eleven other
families. A few weeks later they were rounded mglioups of seventy to eighty people
per wagon to be carted off to Auschwitz.

The wagons were uncomfortable windowless boxegjiraily intended for
livestock and unsuitable for human comfort. A bucke the middle substituted a
bathroom. Upon their arrival in Auschwitz, Greetdvand her mother were separated
from her brother. They never saw him again. Theyntl out many years later that he
survived the camp only to die of tuberculosis rdags after the war ended.
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Greenwald and her mother survived Auschwitz ancewaken to a work camp at
Unterluss in Northwestern Germany. Although livingnditions were considerably
better than those at Auschwitz, Susan and her metbes subjected to long hours of
hard labor. They clung to rays of hope that werengthened by the sound of planes
flying overhead and the sight of what they hopelléavings marked with the British Air
Force’s insignia. In April of 1945, many womenrirdGreenwald’s camp were moved to
Bergen Belsen. In the same month, the Englistveadrio liberate the victims of the
war’s tragedies. Suffering from an infection ophid fever, Greenwald and her mother
were one of the first taken to be treated at a ikalspAfter her recovery, Susan worked
for some time as a translator for the English armiie following summer, Susan finally
returned home with her mother. By this time, whatl once been the Republic of
Czechoslovakia, and then Hungary, were then coresidéo be a part of the Soviet
Union.

Susan Greenwald married another survivor of theoehlst from her hometown.
Discovering in-laws living in the United States andear of what the Russians may do
in their communistic zeal, Greenwald and her fanafplied for immigration to the
United States. After four applications, and bethgnied the first three times, Ms.
Greenwald and her family are successful. On Deeen23, 1958, she arrived on
American soil leaving behind a town and countryagad by the push and pull of Hitler’s
Holocaust.

Today, Susan Greenwald lives in Contra Costa Cowitty her husband and has
two daughters. Each year Susan visits local sshimogive students a firsthand account
of that harrowing passage in history. She followsefican politics and votes as a citizen
on a regular basis as she knows, perhaps bette@athgne; the impact politics can have
on our lives.
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Sonaed Wang

By Stephen Jacob Brudvig

One Man’s Unigue Story During the Holocaust

During the Holocaust, there were many people wkatwhrough and witnessed
things that, in the normal course of human existesbould never have to be faced. The
atrocities that so many people went through arerldgry, taking on an aura of sadness,
tragedy, and even hope. The Holocaust may remindoyadhe story of Anne Frank and
her struggles. However, not many people have hedrdéam Young, an elderly
gentleman who now resides in Keene, Californiafi’st glance, Mr. Young, or Sam as
he likes to be called, is a normal human being. hElg a house, a wife, friends, and a
successful business. These things in themselvgsbmaonsidered success in modern
life, yet his real “success” is found in his unicared inspiring story of survival during the
Holocaust.

Sam was born on the ¥2f December, 1922 in what was known as the Czech
Republic. His father was a prominent town physicénd his mother was actually a
farmer. The town that Sam was born in had a pdipulaf around 12,000 and actually
has several different names. The Czech name &otdwn was Sevelas, the Russian
name for the town currently is Vino Gradova, anel iHungarian name for the town was
Sevlus, which means vineyards. While his fatherked as a physician, his mother
would work running the family farm, which grew migsiobacco.

As with most Jewish Families, his Father and Motfsdued education. Because
of this, Sam attended Czech school until 1933; he t&n years of age. His parents then
transferred him to Hebrew school where he attenaoiitl he graduated in 1941. During
his time at Hebrew school, Sam saw the world ardundchange. In 1937, Adolf Hitler
ordered the annexation of part of the Czech Repulaliled the Sudetenland. According
to Hitler, this land was traditionally German arbsld be returned to Germany. While
many were opposed to this, they had no choice. themochange was the constant
pressure on the Jewish people by new racist |a¥isile at first these laws were small in
nature, they grew. An example of the later hartnes was that Jewish people could not
own a business. While many people simply went pdotnership with a non-Jewish
person, it had an effect on the Jewish people imathetarily and mentally.

Once Sam finished Hebrew school, he worked as argigpr for several months
on the family farm until the 5of July, 1941. On that day, Sam was working am th
farm when suddenly his parents sent word for himetarn home. When he got there,
the Hungarian police were waiting to take his motifiather, sister, and himself to the
next town for one night. They were told that itsyast a processing formality and that
they needed to pack for just one night since theuld return the next day. The odd
thing about this was that the Hungarians seemethke people at random. Sam’s
grandparents were not taken and out of the 40@@odbher people taken, only a few of

- 87 -



them had their entire family called for the “prosieg.” Being forced to go, Sam’s family
and the other’s were loaded up in military truckseve they were taken to box cars. All
the people were loaded up into the box cars whith o water, food, restrooms, or
provisions of any kind. They were treated liketleat

When the long box car journey ended, the groupmeasn the next town as they
were told; rather they were at the border of Hupgama town called Jasina which was in
the Carpaten Mountains. Here, the people weretteadsaw mill where they stayed until
they went in front of the military leaders for “@@ssing.” These military leaders asked
for their names, and the people had to give upgaig, silver, and money that they had
with them. Once everyone was processed, Sam agryane else were led to trucks
which took them into Russia which at that time wasupied by the Germans. Since
Russia was a war zone at that time, the bridgesraads were primarily destroyed.
Many times, the people had to get out of the truekdk across the rivers or poor roads,
and then were loaded again into the trucks.

During one of these transfers, a woman fell and harself during the switch.
Sam’s dad, being a physician, went and helped tvam. For some reason, his dad
took a while to get back. When he finally did, afehe Hungarian guards got angry at
Sam’s father and went to strike him with his guat $am blocked the Hungarian’s arm.
Madly, the guard walked away, or so Sam thoughthelVthe trucks started back up,
Sam was in the front of the back truck. He overth¢lae guard say to another guard that
when the truck had to stop again, Sam was to beb&vause of his insolence of touching
the Hungarian. Well, Sam was not about to diewken the convoy stopped again, he
saw a cemetery with a small retaining wall. Imnagely, Sam jumped and hid behind
this wall. Thankfully, the police did not find himOnce everyone was unloaded, the
Hungarians told the people not to go back to Hupgad simply drove off.

After a few minutes, Sam came out of hiding anduadbthat time, the local
Ukrainian militia came upon these people. Theytleel people to the local Ukrainian
village where they were told to go into a very Eugjable which used to hold Arabian
horses. A man named Lanzkoronsky had left thditfjgcso it was open. There were a
few dead horses left, but it had water so the peo@re happy. The people in the town
were relatively friendly. A local Polish man I&etpeople eat from his potato farm.

It was here that a chance sickness would leadremmarkable friendship. In the
village, there was a woman who was sick. Samisefatvent to help and it was here that
he was told the entire area had but one doctorl - &hwicz. His father asked to see the
doctor and soon enough, Dr. Lachwicz and Sam’sefatiecame friends. The doctor
asked Sam’s father and his family to come work witim. Once they arrived at the
doctor’s house, they learned just how compassiahateloctor was. They were greeted
by Dr. Lachwicz and his wife who led them to whéyed and a bath were waiting for all
of them. While the food was simply some hard lwbi#¢ggs, milk, and bread, Sam stated
that since he really hadn’t eaten anything of sarixs in a long time, it was probably the
best meal of his life.
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Later on, Sam learned just how lucky he was thafdther was a physician. You
may be asking, “What happened to the other peopMeéatt, after a while, they were led
to a village called Kanenepz Podolsk where theyeweld that they were going back to
Hungary. The trucks came up to load the peoplewinen they opened up the back flap
of the truck to let the people in, there were maelguns. All but 3 men whom had gone
to get water were shot and murdered.

While Sam’s family lived with the Lachwicz’s thecda people would exchange
what they had, chicken, apples, wood, etc. for cedhid from Sam’s father. At this
time, all medical supplies had been taken awaySa&m’s father had to come up with
improvisational medicine. For example, many peapiéered from an iron deficiency at
that time. The solution Sam’s father came up witls to have the people take apples
and put some rusty iron nails in them. After alejhine would take out the nails and tell
the people to eat the apples. A simple solutom effective.

The family lived with Dr. Lachwicz’s family for alub a year. While they were
better off than many Jews in the area, times witeaigh. The local police, in order to
“snuff” out the Jews, made it illegal to get woadrh the local forest. So, what food the
people could get, it was almost impossible to codiso during this time, the police
asked for several Jewish men, for what he doekmotv. Since Sam was a Jew, the
local community picked him as one of the men t@be of the Jewish men picked to go
with the police. Of course, the town was intexdsin saving their own men. Dr.
Lachwicz asked the Jewish community to not make §anbut they would not budge.

Fortunately for Sam, Dr. Lachwicz treated a Gestaffizer for some medical
problem that he had. After the treatment was ceted| Dr. Lachwicz got the officer so
drunk that he convinced him to go to the Jewish momty and tell them not to make
Sam go with the police. The officer agreed and %ach his mother carried the officer
through the snow to the local Jewish community wher ordered them to not make Sam
go. Since they could not ignore this order, Sara free.

After a year of living with Dr. Lachwicz, howevehe family could not take it
anymore. The conditions were so bad that theydeelcto somehow get back into
Hungary. After a year of hiding and moving, thayafly got back to Hungary. On this
trip though, Sam learned just how bad people werag. If you have ever heard of
nettle or “stinging nettle,” you know how much iirgys. Well, in order to get food, Jews
were boiling it down for the protein and eating ifThe only way that Sam’s family got
back was with the help of a smuggler who got theross the border into Hungary.

Once back, Sam’s family lived peacefully for a whibut soon after, Sam was
forced into the Jewish division of the Hungariamwr While he was officially part of
the Hungarian army, he was sent to a forced laborpc Luckily for Sam, he liked
horses and so at the camp, he was made a stablelbeystable boys had an actual cabin
that they lived in, which was still a very poor g#ato sleep, but it was better than
everyone else who lived in the open air quarters.
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After a while, the camp leader asked for anyone wias a metal shaper/ dye
maker. Sam figured he had nothing to lose, ancetivere rumors circulating that the
other camp had better living conditions. So, hgedhis hand and went to the new camp
in Budapest. There, the sleeping quarters werttla lbetter and the food rations were
also better. The interesting thing was that Sacthrfidea how to shape or work metal.
He gave the name of a dye maker in his village lieatapprenticed” under so he would
not get in trouble, but the only way he surviveds\wy the help of the other men at this
camp who liked him.

On the weekends, the men were actually allowedtmp Budapest and receive
packages. It was in Budapest that Sam met higefuife, who was part of the
underground network. Sam worked at this camp farhdle until the facility was
completely bombed out and they were forced to mitnee camp 40 miles outside of
Budapest. Luckily though, with the aid of his fyidnd, who worked in the underground
network (who would one day become his wife); Sars alale to escape the camp. Once
he did, Sam joined the underground network and toehelp others who needed help.

Sam helped the underground until he was recapturdm was interrogated,
tortured and got the “crud” beat out of him, butdi@ not give in. Once his captors gave
up, they made him work in a weapons distributiontee Here, Sam would help load
trucks for the Germans. Every once in a whilaujig one of the trucks would get a flat
tire and Sam would get a jack and help fix the. tissfter a while, the guards became
used to Sam grabbing the jack. One day, a trutladlat so Sam went to get the jack.
He got past the guards and once he was out of, sggimh ran off and escaped again.
Because of Sam'’s torture and the fact that he vmasvik by his captors, he could no
longer work in the underground network.

Sam stayed in hiding until the Russians surrourBiedapest in January 1945.
Once the Russians captured the town, Sam had ve prbo he was. In order to get back
home, Sam was constantly interrogated. Finallyy 8gured out how to get around this.
One of the Russian guards helped him make a papehwet him get to his home. The
Russians required three things for a person teelrgely; a picture, an official stamp,
and typed writing on a document, which would allpgople to get wherever they wanted
to go. This pass became Sam’s guardian. It firgdt him back home.

Sam learned that his parents and sister had bedntseoncentration camps
because they were Jews. His father went to Ausehawitl his mother and sister went to
work at the V-2 rocket factory. Luckily they surex.

Through a remarkable set of events that wouldsblerag to write as the story up
until now, Sam and his wife made it to America ba 13" of August, 1946 with only 3
dollars in his pocket. Luckily, Sam had an aunNew York who let Sam and his wife
stay with her for a few days. She gave them wikisd¢ money she could spare and they
left for new horizons. They went to Detroit, Migah where Sam got a job earning
$30.00 a week at a lumber yard. He worked thetié Dacember, 1946.
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At this time, Sam moved to Los Angeles and becam®me improvement
salesman. He was so successful that he was auwjitdee IRS the first year he worked
because they refused to believe that he, a pooigrant from Hungary, had made over
$11,000.00 his first year. At that time, $11,0Q0vlas a large amount of money. After
two years, he went into the home building busines®re he is still partially active.

His wife died in 1971 and since then, Sam remarriéd 1978, Sam moved to
Keene and bought the Keene ranch. He still lireset today.

Sam still supports Dr. Lachwicz’'s family for theiwelp during the Holocaust.
Unfortunately, Dr. Lachwicz disappeared mysterigushen he went to help a patient
after the Russians took occupancy of the area. L&ehwicz’s family lost everything
after that. To this day, Sam and Dr. Lachwicz’aglder still write each other letters.

| hope now that when you think of the Holocausty ymt only think of Anne

Frank and other famous people, but all the Jews experienced hell on earth during
that period of history. There are so many peopt® went through experiences like
Sam’s. Sam says you can better understand theidtigrep if you can understand that
while there were over 6 million Jews killed duritige holocaust, over 51 million people
in all were killed during WWII. The people of todayged to get over their differences.
After both World War | and World War I, both wedeclared as the “war to end all
wars”, yet conflict and war still exists. What haped to the Jews during WWII is
happening to other people currently in places Dlegfur, Rwanda, and the Sudan. Don’t
ever forget what evil is capable of. Remember oastpdefend the innocent of the
present, and plan to prevent atrocities in ther&utuEducation is the only way | know of
eliminating intolerance of others, and remembetimg Holocaust victims honors them
and keeps their memories alive. If forgotten, y@ave let Hitler and the Nazis win all
over again.

By Hayley O’'Grady

A Quest for Freedom

The first time that someone tried to kill Samusgipovits Young, he was only 18
years old. Samuel was born in Czechoslovakia are®éer 22, 1922. His parents were
both born in what was Austria-Hungary at the timélis father was born into an
intellectual family near the town that Samuel Josiis grew up in. Samuel was raised in
his mother’'s home town. His mother was born taraily of farmers and she continued
farming after her marriage. There were about twegand Jewish families in Samuel’s
small town. Though his aunts, uncles and grandpsudied in the Holocaust, his family
was one of the largest to survive.

Samuel’s father was a doctor who practiced ouhisfhome. Patients would

knock on the windows, in the front of the houseseiguest medical assistance. Samuel’'s
father was very busy and was not able to spend riowh with his family; however,
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Samuel’s mother spent an abundance of time withchigdren. His mother taught him
many things, including multiplication and divisiorAt six years old, he went to Czech
school. At ten years old, he went to another téavrschooling and stayed with friends
of the family. Samuel went to a Hebrew high schtiat had at most 450 students
throughout his time there. He went to this highast, run by a Mr. Kugel, until 1938.
He graduated in 1941.

In Samuel's opinion, one of the most importanttdes that contributed to his
family’s survival was the fact that they spoke matifferent languages. In his home,
they spoke Hungarian. On his mother’s farm, henlegh Russian. In second grade, he
learned Hebrew. These communication skills helpied to prevail through the horrors
of the Holocaust.

On July 15, 1941 Samuel Josipovits and his fanallgng with other Jews, were
taken from what was Hungary at the time. They wean@ught to Russia, which was
occupied by the Germans, and left at Jageinica.

Samuel and his family went to live with a Cathpleolish doctor named,
Lachowicz. His family stayed with the doctor foneoyear. Samuel’'s father would
practice medicine despite the terrible conditioBairing that time, the police ordered all
Jews to the town square, supposedly to be takeandther village. Samuel and his
family did not go. The Germans shot down every fesgent in the town square. Three
boys, who had strayed to get some water, saw whathappening on their way back.
The boys ran and hid until it was safe for thenesoape. The three boys witnessed the
Germans Kkilling approximately 400 — 500 Jews in tbhen square. One day Dr.
Lachowicz went to see a patient and never came. batth no income, the doctor’s wife
and daughter left town; they had lost everything.

In July of 1941, the police came and told the Jewgack enough for one night,
because they were taking them to the next townmuglis mother packed a small
suitcase and his father took his medicine satciiéle Hungarian police took the Jewish
people to boxcars and they rode to the bordersurigdry. At the border, all the Jews
were forced to sleep in a saw mill for the nigint.the morning, the police took all the
gold and silver that the Jews owned. Samuel wentéo a forced labor camp in 1943.
He was about twenty years old. Samuel’'s parerdssater were taken to Auschwitz in
July of 1944.

The camp, where Samuel was held, was located maR@ and was part of the
Hungarian Army. Jews in the camp were supplieth wibox of meager necessities. The
box was about 3 feet by 18 inches by 18 inches.d&&p box held clothes and any other
possessions that the prisoners managed to refam camp was located in an area known
as “A Gold Village” because gold had been foundrioga

The prisoners of the camp were ordered to cortsaumoncrete building. This

building was to be the prisoners’ own sleeping tprar but it was never finished.
Therefore, prisoners were forced to sleep outsidenderneath the unfinished building.
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Prisoners tried to sleep on top of something orecdlremselves with something to keep
from freezing. They were rationed very little foddo pounds of rye bread had to last
two days. Occasionally, they were given soup thias practically inedible. In the
mornings, they were given coffee made from chicamg a little bread. There were few
doctors and no sanitation methods whatsoever. ofais were forced to go out to a
swamp to relieve themselves.

Samuel was transferred to a different labor candnis enabled him to avoid
being sent to the Russian front as labor suppdhis camp had better conditions. The
camp was located in line with Chepel Island andasurded by other camps. The camp
was a big manufacturing base. Prisoners were gofenhto manufacture everything for
the military. Samuel worked as a tool and die makk this new camp, they were
provided with sleeping quarters and cold showe#sfter work, the prisoners were
allowed to go into town. On Saturday at noon, ldlfthe camp was released and
expected back on Sunday evening. The other hafaxaused Sunday morning and was
expected back on Monday at noon. Samuel’s workjirogip consisted of 400 people.
Prisoners were also allowed packages from home.

In June of 1944, Great Britain began to bomb ttasmp and the surrounding
camps. Many people died in the bombings due t@owarcauses. Great Britain sent
liberators regularly at eleven a.m. and five p.wmergday. Conditions continued to
worsen. Samuel escaped to the underground, infgstla

Samuel’s family survived Auschwitz and was takenother camps until they
were rescued by the Russian army.

After escaping from the camps, Samuel became vedoihe underground Jewish
rescue system. Conditions of this life were hahme survived by living with a Nazi,
that way other Nazis would not come to check fentrand take them away. Samuel was
able to get a room with a women’s prison matron attungarian ship captain from the
Dahub River.

At one point, the Russian police caught Samueltaall him in for interrogation.
One of the interrogators recognized him from thdauground. This interrogator ended
up supplying Samuel with a paper to keep him frosttigg caught. The paper was
written so that nobody could really read it. Wig&amuel showed it to a train conductor,
he thought it was a ticket and Samuel was ableatel anywhere for free.

To resist the Nazis, Samuel carried a hand greaadea gun, but he never killed
anyone. He did get caught in November of 1944, ndeceived a beating, but he was
able to escape the prison after three days.

People working in this underground system provideds with false papers and
any other help they could provide. With these pspidrey pretended they were not Jews.
Samuel helped prisoners of Hungarian ghettos escaPemania. From Romania they
would go to Turkey and from there to Israel.

-93 -



When Russia defeated the German and Hungariane&rn3amuel returned to
what he hoped would be Czechoslovakia. Shortbr dfis return, the Russians took over
his home and he realized that he needed to escHpe.conditions were not any better
under the Russians than they had been under this.Nake police would arrest anyone
without reason. Samuel and his girlfriend fledPrague. There, he became a student at
the University. When communism won in the Czecbctwbns, a law was passed
mandating young men to serve in the army for tlyesrs. Samuel was able to get a
passport and escape August 13, 1946 to New Yonkce@n the United States, Samuel
changed his name to Samuel Josipovits Young, uss§prmer last name as his middle
name.

Samuel moved to the San Fernando Valley. Wherfaltlier retired, his parents
moved from New York to Los Angeles. Samuel hadriedrhis girlfriend in 1945 inside
Russia. Her name was Irene. They had a son amd@ted granddaughter. Samuel’'s
father sent money to the widow of Dr. Lachowicz @megular basis. After his death,
Samuel continued to send money to the wife andliaugf the kind doctor.

Samuel’s first wife passed away in 1971, and hgisthBetty in 1973. He is still
married and living in Keene, California. His sistélanda, is married and living in
Hollywood. His parents passed away in the UnitedeS.

Samuel Young helps us to visualize what happeriéel.and other survivors are
important links to remind us of those horrors warca fathom. The Holocaust was a
devastating period of our history, a time we meshember and prevent from happening
again.

By Austin Wood

Surviving the Holocaust: A True Survivor

On December 22, 1922, a courageous man named Sawaglborn in
Czechoslovakia to Mr. and Mrs. Josipovits. Mrssigovits was a farmer and Mr.
Josipovits was a doctor. Samuel Young had a yawsigeer named Handa, who was two
years younger than him. Mr. Young was a very smlit. When Samuel was six years
old, he went to a Czechoslovakian school. At teary old, he went to a different town
for schooling and stayed with family friends. He&eaded a Hebrew high school run by
Mr. Kugel until 1938. As a child, Mr. Young recalthat the Jewish and non-Jewish
folks got along just fine. Czechoslovakia was enderatic country and they all lived in
harmony, until Adolf Hitler came into power and koaver.

In June of 1941, the Germans battled the Russidhg Germans then occupied
Russia. Mr. Young was among a group of Jews tdéi@n Hungary to Russia by the
Hungarian Police. They were dropped at Jagel@ei. July 15, 1941, police came in the
morning and told them they were taking him andfamily to the next city. The police
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told them that they would only need enough fornight. Mr. Young's mother packed

only the essentials for the family, assuming theyuld only be gone for a night. Mr.

Young’s father was a doctor and always carriednmeslicine bag with him, so that too
came with them. The Hungarian Police took the kaemd other Jews to the train station
in box cars. They were then taken to the bordedwhgary and they were put into a
sawmill for the night. The next morning, the pelimok everyone’s valuables including
anything that contained gold or silver. The pslalso took their IDs. They were put
into military trucks and taken into the Russia.

Between July of 1941 and June of 1942, Mr. Young waRussia occupied by
Germans. Mr. Young and others from Hungary wekenao Jagelnci; Mr. Young and
his family stayed with a Polish doctor, Mr. Lachowiand his family for a year. He was
a Catholic man and a wonderful person who triedeip everyone in every possible way
he could. The rest of the families from Hungaryreveaken to Kamenell Podolsk, and
the Germans killed all of them except for three m@e three who avoided death were
getting water. They saw what the Germans weregltw the others, and they escaped.
At this time, things were pretty bad, but they getter in Hungary. Mr. Young was then
smuggled back into Hungary in July of 1942.

In August of 1943, Mr. Young was taken to a fortaabr camp in Romania, due
to his age. He was between the ages of twentytwadty-one. Mr. Young’'s family
stayed in Hungary until 1944. Then they were tat@iuschwitz. The forced labor
camp was part of the Hungarian Army. The Jews whiere part of the labor camp, had
to supply necessities for themselves. The onlypkes that the Hungarian Army
supplied them with was the military army camp. Jdgroups of Jews were supposed to
be a support group for the military.

In December of 1943, Mr. Young was taken to anolthleor camp. The English
translation for the camp was, “A Gold Village,” la&se gold had been found in this
particular village. In the camp, Mr. Young wasegiva small box to keep his clothing in.
At this certain camp in Romania, there was a cdacbeilding that had started being
built, but it was never finished. On really colgims, Mr. Young and others in the camp
would sleep underneath the unfinished building.. Moung had to sleep outside. To
prevent himself from freezing, he would sit on &kr@nd try to cover himself. Mr.
Young would sleep on one side and then once hal¢aké the cold no longer, he would
flip on his other side and sleep like that for aleth There was little food. Each morning
each person got half of a four pound loaf of ryedlo. This had to last for two days. For
breakfast, Mr. Young would drink a cup of coffeedadrom chicory with some bread.
There was soup that was also prepared, but modtderved was pretty inedible. In the
camp, there was really no form of a decent bathyamrinstead they would go into the
swamp to relieve themselves. There was a mediesia@h, but it was a place with few
doctors and some inmates. In the camp, there waamtation whatsoever.

Mr. Young found out that the Hungarian Army wasKimg for trades’ people to

take to Budapest to a forced labor camp, which ugzsl to manufacture everything for
the military. It was a considerably better cammpg & Mr. Young did not go there, he
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would most likely have been sent to the Russiantfrdir. Young lied and said he was a
tool and dye maker, so he was sent to Budapest. |ador camp in Budapest was much
better because there were sleeping quarters apdh#necold showers to use. They were
permitted to go to town after work. Half of thenga was let out Saturday at noon and
had to be back by Sunday evening. Then the othiémias let out Sunday morning and
had to be back Monday by noon. Packages were @fldnom home and they were
allowed to have contact with people outside of ldi®r camp. There were about four
hundred people working in the group. The labor gamas surrounded by other camps.
Chepel Island was in the middle of the Duna Riv@n the Island, was the main military
manufacturing base. Great Britain began bombimgfétility. Planes flew over their
camp and came everyday at eleven a.m. and fivetp.drop bombs. The bombs always
hit the camp Mr. Young was in, before it hit the&afsl. During the bombings, there was
no shelter, so many workers were maimed or killdhen the bombs exploded, great air
pressure was created, which caused many workamsttbe able to breath. After their
camp was totally destroyed and would not produley twere relocated to a knitting
factory that had been transformed into a militagtory.

Things began to get worse, so Mr. Young decidedesoape and join the
Underground in Budapest. The goal of the Undengglonas to save as many lives from
the Nazis as possible, by providing the Jews ahérstwith clothes and false papers.
They also helped people escape out of Hungary tmaRa@, Turkey, and Israel. The
people who participated in the Underground had totggt themselves and their
whereabouts. The best place for hiding was to lwth real Nazis, because the
Hungarian Nazis would go house to house arrestiagple and taking their food.
However, houses of real Nazis were simply overldoke While hiding in the
Underground, Mr. Young lived with a Nazi family.h@& lady of the house often said that
no Jew could hide in her house because she woulibleeto tell. Mr. Young always
agreed with her, so he would not raise suspiciaughbot really being Nazi. The family
was always very nice to Mr. Young. In Novemberl®44, Mr. Young was sent to
prison for resisting the Nazis. However, he esdape prison after about three days. A
friend of Mr. Young gave him papers which were saggul to say that he had already
been integrated by the Russians. With these papers/ould not have to be bothered
again. His friend handwrote the papers insteadyping them, so nobody could
understand the message, but it looked officiathey were always honored. Mr. Young
got much use out of what he called his “piece okju

In January of 1945, Russia defeated the GermanHantharian Armies and
occupied Budapest. Mr. Young went back to his home, under the impression it was
still Czechoslovakia. However, Russia had takegr and annexed it. Mr. Young and his
girlfriend, whom he had met in the Underground lized they had to escape. They
escaped to Prague. Samuel Young entered Pragwersity as an engineer. Mr. Young
thought he was going to finish going to school le¢ University. Situations under
Russian rule were not any better than under thesNbat they did have different ideas
than the Nazis. The Russians would arrest peaplad good reason, and people would
be called on to do something and would never ba sedeard from again. Elections
came in Czechoslovakia, and the communists worso Allaw was passed, which stated
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men had to serve in the Czechoslovakian Army foedhyears. So Mr. Young and his
wife, with their passports, arrived on Staten ldlanNew York on August 13, 1946.

Mr. Young married his first wife, Irene, in Russialhey had a son together.
However, Mr. Young’s wife passed away. He remdriie 1973 to Betty. Mr. Young
has many nieces and nephews from Betty’'s sideeofaimily. He also has a grandchild,
which his son from his first marriage adopted. Moung lived in New York for a little
while and then moved to the San Fernando Valleis pdrents lived in New York, until
his father retired, then his parents moved to Logeles. Out of all of the Jewish
families in their communities, Mr. Young’s familyas the only family to survive as a
whole. Mr. Young currently resides in Keene, Gatifa, with his wife Betty.

Mr. Young never met or saw Adolf Hitler, but he mmers the first time he
heard his voice on the radio, as if it happenedeyday. Mr. Young can also recall when
Hitler came to power in 1933 and began to blamefaBermany’s problems on the Jews.
Mr. Young has not made peace with the events tbatroed during the Holocaust, and
he will never forget what happened.

Mr. Young credits his survival to luck and the laages he knew. Mr. Young
knows seven different languages. Mr. Young isua survivor. He wants to spread the
message that no one should let another human loemgol them, because the horrible
events of the Holocaust can reoccur and can hafgpanyone. The Holocaust was a
devastating period in history. It must never bgddten and we must always remember
these horrific events, in order to prevent it frewer happening again.
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By Miriam Barrere

| Am Not Extraordinary

The following interview with Pauline Witriol wasetffirst time that | have had an
opportunity to talk with a Holocaust survivor abdieir experiences during WWII. |
think that it is imperative that the survivor’s s&s are recorded, to share the effects the
war had, to remember those who helped Jewish peapteto honor those who perished.

| was born in 1937, in a small shtetl in PolanahlaRd before the war was a very
primitive country. In the country-side and smahlvhs everyone was a farmer. People
ate what they raised and grew: eggs, goat, cabbage milk and potatoes. On Easter
maybe there would be a chicken. Also, the womeedanough bread for the whole
week. If someone came unexpectedly, then therddamel less bread. Especially after
the war started, people didn’'t have anything etdrapare. If the milk went sour, so you
made cheese, you didn’t throw it out.

My mother once went to the local post office beeagshe wanted to order
toothbrushes for my sister and me from Krakow. Sdie the ladies at the post office
exchanged glances as if to say, “Who needs a tagghB Only the Jews do.”

On September first, 1939 the war broke out in Rablah overheard the adults
talking about what was happening and | remembengeleir worried expressions.

| was probably about four years old, so it was 198bme German soldiers came
to our town and ordered the Jewish men to dig d&cilong the side of the road. It was
Shabbat and none of the men would work. The seldient away. A few days later
they returned. That morning had been raining heand the roads were full of mud.
They ordered everyone out into the streets. The Inael to line up in the street and at a
given signal they had to start running down thedraad at another signal fall to the
ground onto the muddy road. Then the whistle dent they got up and ran some more
and fell down again. All around the town, the warend children had to stand and
watch. | remember seeing a soldier press his dawn on my uncle’s head because my
uncle hadn’t put his head far enough into the mud.

The fall of 1942 was a hard one. | remember it wght around the High
Holidays. | was five years old. It's when | reman that the neighbors started calling
usJew in a derogatory way. After Yom Kippur all thendsh citizens of the town were
told they had to pack and leave the town. My maessed me and my sister in all the
underwear, shirts, and pants we owned. Our wlantaly went to stay with family in
another town; they couldn’t really afford to keep U guess you could say that we stayed
in the “living room,” but that’s really a moderrrte. All the men slept on one side of the
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room and the women slept on another. There wereeds for us. We just slept in our
coats on the floor.

One day all the men were taken away: my dad, unolede cousins, everyone.
My sister was always a daddy’s girl; she was detadt She was screaming and crying.
The men were taken to a labor camp in another tolre festival of Hoshanah Rabbah,
the night before Simchat Torah, was the last tis@a¥ my father.

In the winter of 1942 my family already had beeilegkfrom our town and my
father, along with other male members of our fajwias put into a labor camp in a
neighboring town. My father and my mother’s brothéaakov, made their way back to
our town to ask the priest there for baptismaliteates for us, my sister and I. He
thought the certificates would make it safer fotadsive with Polish people. They went
to a Polish neighbor of ours, with whom we had krdome valuables, including a
sewing machine. A sewing machine was a coveted itepoor, rural Poland, where
many people needed the means to make their owmesl@ind other household items. My
father wanted to find this sewing machine to givéhe people who promised to keep us.
When this neighbor saw Jews at his door, he didnaste time in calling the Gestapo.
The Gestapo put them into the back of a truck ansiedoff. My father jumped off and
tried to run away and was immediately shot ancedill A more horrific death awaited
my poor uncle Yaakov, who lost his life becauséisflove and devotion to his family.

Throughout the war my sister and | stayed withawasiChristian Polish families.
These days | can’'t remember if it was seven or faneilies all together. We couldn’t
stay with each family too long because they werdesofied of being found out and
caught by the Gestapo, or the Polish police. Riugas war-time and no one had enough
food to feed their own family, let alone extra pleop

| remember one time when my sister and | were wglko another household. It
was the wintertime and there was snow on the gro¥dd were walking next to the train
tracks, and as a train passed by, the adult witlhldsus to wave because our mother was
on that train.

The family we stayed with next hid us under thehdén floorboards, in a hole in
the dirt. That family had a dog outside that wdoidk when people came to the house to
visit. One day our mother came to the house amdusain the hole, all dirty, and she
started crying. We asked her why she was cryihg,said she was so happy to see us.
We said, if you are so happy to see us why areoilt lughing. She replied I've
forgotten how to laugh. We thought that was sanfyrhow could she forget to laugh?
When it was time for her to go we refused to saydgbye.

Overnight between families again, once we stayeghiabandoned house. It was
a Jewish house, who else would it have belongedw?were given bread and water to
eat, and told to stay under a table. There wasndow above the table, and anyone
passing would have seen us. We did go up to tiethbugh and found it filled with
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books, Hebrew books. At one point we saw a ratgawe it some bread. We were just
like that rat, dirty, unwanted.

My sister and | had each other for company and wiremvere lying in our hiding
places, when strangers were visiting, after a leogtime it was easy to forget ourselves
and start to play and whisper. Then the womarhefhtouse would quickly stamp her
feet and say something like, “Darn these mice!"isMaas a signal to us that we had been
heard. If the visitors present were wise to theasgion, they never let on, fortunately for
us.

In one family we were hidden on top of their stoviéey had a cooking oven and
a brick oven that stuck out into the next room \ehiétrere was space on top. We were
hidden on top, with boxes all around us. One dwy douple’s two children started
fighting right below us. The sister started cryiugd crying. As we peered around the
boxes one fell. Someone walking by came into thesk to see what was going on, and
saw us on top of the oven. The father of the hoasen from the field terrified that the
police were going to come. He marched us way ota ithe forest and hide us there
without any food or water.

The people who kept us could not confide in anghzor or friend for fear that
they would be given away for the Gestapo and themgether with the whole family we
would all be shot. The women in some of these lfag)i because of their greater
sympathy for little children, would sometimes takech abuse from their husbands and
grown children because of this real and terribber.feSome of the women would be able
to confide in the nuns who came to visit. The nwosld nod and smile to us with gentle
similes, and sometimes bless us or give us relggimedals to wear on pretty blue
ribbons. At such times we were able to feel thahbuldn’t be held against us that we
were Jews.

A few months after the war we were taken fromPRlodish family by an aunt, who
had been liberated from a concentration camp. Véeewon a train. Suddenly |
recognized a Polish woman in the next seat ascaneghbor form our town. | ran over
to greet her, and expected her to be happy to seeBut she just looked at me with a
mixture of surprise and disgust. “Oh, you're sive?” she said.

In Germany, in about 1946, | found that going tmeXica was not so easily
accomplished. My uncle, Avram, put me into an argge, with the hope (and rumor)
that the quota for orphaned children would allowtmesach my destination with less red
tape. In this orphanage | lived with other Jewatldren whose families had not
survived the war. There we waited and worried Wwletve would be healthy enough to
be allowed to go to America. Some of the storiewloat the Americans would require
of us in quickness of mind bordered on sadisticie ®ory was that the American consul
had asked a prospective immigrant: “If you were ic@nto America and the ship you
were traveling on started to sink and a Russiap shme to rescue you, what would you
do?” None of us could decide whether the corresier was “I want to live,” or “I'd
rather be dead than Red.”
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By Nadeah Vali

A Child’s Journey to Escape Persecution

Bratislava was a typical bustling city to many tmetformer Czechoslovakia,
however, for Doreet it was an unique and unexpedtsdination within a journey that
unfolded with each small step she took as a theae gld. Tightly gripping her mother’s
hand in the dark night, her family traveled froms#ia to the Czech border. Doreet, her
two year old brother, mother, and father alwayseled by night so that they would not
be sighted by the authorities. Posing as Czedkasather family was lucky enough to
escape from Austria across the border to Bratiskatle former Czechoslovakia.

Doreet was born in Vienna, Austria. By her thirdHzlay she became a refugee
fleeing Vienna. Doreet recalls her family explamithat conditions in Germany leading
up to the war were marked by a weak economy andlgatizisions. Germany was fertile
breeding ground for exploitation of social riftglitler promoted a racist ilk of fascism
that exacerbated social divisions to address Gerima&atonomic shortfalls and political
resentment from the Treaty of Versailles. On Jand®, 1939, Hitler declared that
Germany was at war. The world swiftly became insadrin what became known as
World War Il. Hitler ushered in an era of an idep} of white supremacy in Doreet’s
homeland on her mother’s birthday, March 12, 193ersecuted populations in the
Holocaust included Jews, Gypsies, people of cqloostitutes, homosexuals, Jehovah
Witnesses, people with disabilities, and politipakoners. The Holocaust claimed the
lives of 6 million Jews and 5 million others frommetvarious aforementioned persecuted
groups.

Doreet’s family’s journey was marked by instabiliscarcity of food and shelter,
and hiding throughout the war. The fear of beimgested for aiding and abetting
refugees from Vienna made it close to impossibleher family to find safe harbor.
Some people would only allow her family to stay tore night, if they were so kind.
They were forced to find new shelter often, if Boery day; living each day in constant
flux, insecurity and threat of being arrested. ©tiey passed the hurdle of crossing the
Czech border, they eventually continued their jeyrtowards Romania. Doreet’s father
had relatives, his dad and step mom’s family, im@nia. However, these relatives were
not willing to shelter them for longer than one wéecause they were afraid of getting
arrested for harboring them. Instead, Gypsies @ogdtitutes gave them safe shelter.
When her family tried to get employment, go ougét food, or just walk on the streets,
individuals or authorities would identify them addtain them. The constant fear of
being stopped and asked to show their papers regatdgal passage and residence
haunted their every move. The intimidating envinemt was an obstacle her family had
to bare in order to survive, Doreet described. ignation status was a conduit for Nazi's
to get Jews and other targeted populations in ttiestody. Once they were in local
custody, they would then be turned over to Nazhauities. When her family did get
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arrested and detained, they escaped while en towther jails or camps whenever they
had an opportunity to do so. This was the cyclefamily endured for the eight years
they fled.

Doreet’s experience was indicative of numerous [geegho attempted to flee
from Nazi persecution. However, according to Dgrker family was extremely lucky to
have left Vienna when they did, safely crossed émdand stayed together as a family.
Countless other Jews, Gypsies, people of colorstiputes, homosexuals, and other
persecuted minorities were not as relatively foaten Doreet explained that her family
took heed of the rumors that had spread about silpgesholocaust and left Austria in
1938. That cautious response may have saved hely flom worse hardships. Her
family was never separated, except for one timermdedained in jail. In that situation
her father was in one cell and Doreet, her motied, her brother were in another. Her
family spent intermittent periods of time at fordabor and concentration camps. At the
forced labor camp, Doreet and her brother occufhethselves playing together while
her mother worked on a farm and her father on #ilevays. They had very little food
and suffered from malnutrition. Her family’s tinme the camps and the cycle of arrest
and escape finally ended when the war officialljneao an end in 1945.

Unfortunately ethnic cleansing has occurred nungrémes in history, to
numerous populations, in countries all over thelevoiThe 1938-45 Holocaust resembles
the atrocities that occurred in Rwanda and BosAis.a society, we must remain vigilant
that such persecution does not occur to any tatggteup. Humanity learns to question,
analyze norms, and prioritize human rights as fpasses. Doreet hopes people never
have to see or experience tragedies like the HakicaShe hopes children do not have to
lose their childhood due to malignant, racist aascist political struggles. She wants
children to have the little pleasures like eatingsts and being carefree. Doreet recalls
the first day she tasted chocolate herself as ld.chfictorious troops marched through
the streets celebrating the country’s liberatiod enmew chocolates into the crowds. That
day she tasted chocolate for the first time in lifer at 11 years old. She remembers
what a delicious new taste it was. It truly wasneeet beginning.

Today, Doreet lives a peaceful life with her famihy Dublin, California in the

18" Assembly District. The hardships she has overcameean inspiration to other
survivors and to the community at large.
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Cnssie G
7
By Megan Doyle

“If | Don’t Tell It, Who Will?”

When taking classes at my university on World Waand the Holocaust, | was
never as immersed in the lives of the prisonedsveass while listening to the courageous
story of Gussie Zaks. Gussie rightfully earnedriokname of “Gutsy” by local students
after recounting the chilling stories of her adotge in auditoriums, churches,
synagogues, and other public venues all around8ago. She has been telling her story
for over 40 years and | was lucky enough to shaeeexperience as well.

Gussie Zaks, the youngest of seven children, was inoKlobuck, Poland over
80 years ago. She, along with one sister, is tite r@maining sibling of her family, and
a few of the only survivors of over 300 extendeahifa that fell victim in the Holocaust.
In 1933 when Hitler took power in Germany, Gussiel éner family knew of the
impending danger, but had no place to go and didvaat to pack up and move because
there was not yet a major threat to Poland, oheg thought. Unlike many stories of the
Holocaust, Gussie and her family did not move te ohthe large ghettoes, but she was
shipped to an open, working camp by herself. Wailevorking camp, Gussie’s whole
family was taken from her home and shipped off teblinka, a death camp. The only
way that Gussie learned of her family’s fate wamsrfra cousin whom she found much
later on who had managed to escape Treblinka. r&twints the horror that her sister
faced in the camp when her young child was pushidthe “death” line off of the train
and her sister was chosen to live. At that poertsister joined the child and they both
were escorted to the gas chambers.

Meanwhile, Gussie’s working camp was closed and 19€0 girls were
transported to a selection camp. In this campnbimen were all lined up and 200 were
chosen to go to work, and the rest perished. @usas a very short and tiny girl, and
would have never been selected to work withouthi#le of two sisters who were also in
line. The two girls saw Gussie crying at the thdugf her fate and through the
excruciating hours of selection, they lifted heruner her armpits to make her appear
taller to the men walking around doing the selecti®hen the men passed they would
set her down and lift her again every time theynomd the line. It was because of these
two girls that Gussie was selected as one of tiet@&t would work. In this camp, the
girls made thread and lived in very harsh condgiorThey didn’'t have much to eat,
Gussie explained, but they did not think about Bvery day that they woke up was
another day that they had not been chosen for death

In 1944 the girls heard Russian guns approachiumigthiey were not there to help,
and the people running the camp herded all of tHs gut into the snow for a twelve
week death march. Throughout the beginning of thégch, they lost many girls to
fatigue and malnourishment. The only thing thésgirere able to eat during the day was
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snow, while they marched over the frozen grounaanset direction, just marching to
their deaths. At night, they would stop at farmebarns along the road and the
remaining 80 girls all piled in to sleep. It wastlais point that Gussie and one of her
friends had a strategy to survive. There was onky German guard at night, and he was
very easy to sneak by, so the girls would sneakootither farmer’s houses and pretend
that they were German girls who had lost their fami{Gussie said that her friend spoke
German best and so she was the spokesperson fantiies. Often times when asking
for food, the girls were turned down and told tthet family had none to spare. It was at
this point that the girls would run into the kitchegrab whatever scraps of food that they
could off of the table, and run out into the snayaia. Some nights it was only a corner
of a piece of bread, but they weren’t concernedhwiging full until morning, because
they never knew if they would wake up to march haptlay.

At the end of the twelve week march, the girls\adi in Flossenburg, a men’s
camp, where they were told that they would getaw&hn. The girls had heard the horror
stories about the showers and were prepared fordeath. At this point they hoped for
death, they had endured so much and had no hopsdéaping. They were stripped of
their clothes, shaved, sprayed in Lysol, and tar thenazement, the showers turned on
and real water poured out. This completely shotkedjirls and they were thankful for
the shower, since they had not had one in monthissthl did not want to face any more
torture.

The march continued on until the girls were pubadnains. They shoved 80 girls
into a train. Gussie recounted that not many giréle it out of the cars because they
rode for three days without any food or water ahelytwere not able to sit, it was
standing room only. When they got out of the ctrsy had to help each other down and
often times they were not able to walk becauseheirthorrible physical conditions.
They marched the rest of way to Bergen-Belsenséme Camp where Anne Frank lost
her life. Gussie was sure she would not maketibbthis death camp, but one night she
heard the loudspeaker and something she did natrstachd. England had come to
liberate the camps and was telling the prisoneas tiey were free, but nobody spoke
English and did not understand what was going dihe tanks brought water for the
prisoners, who had not had any water in three webks because of the prisoner’s
diseases and physical conditions, they developguhds after drinking the water. The
nurses and doctor’s came to help the prisonerstanted giving them food little by little
so that their small stomachs could handle it. @ugkough, was not in good shape,
could not eat, drink, or even stand up. At onlyheegn and a half years old, she was
marked to die by the doctors treating her.

“Gutsy” Gussie Zaks pulled through, though, and enadull recovery. The Red
Cross took her to Sweden to heal and she loverlntigch, she didn’t even want to leave
when she found out that she had a relative stilhdg.. Gussie had gone from not being
able to walk, to slightly overweight while livingn iSweden, and had made many close
friends, some of whom she still knows.
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From Sweden, Gussie moved to her Aunt's home irgiBel, where she was
treated like another daughter (and sometimes bibider her cousin) and was eventually
married and had two children. Gussie moved olEwbpe and to New York and hated
it at first, but soon fell in love with the city drthe country. She ended up meeting up
with a friend from elementary school in Poland getting remarried to him and now she
not only has grandchildren, but great grandchildren

Gussie and her husband live in a lovely home inctramunity of San Carlos in
San Diego, California, but one could not say tiat Isves a quiet life. Gussie devotes all
of her time to the community. She has been prasidé the local organization of
Holocaust survivors four times , and speaks abfathe local schools, churches, clubs,
and other organizations about her experiences giiorld War I, touching students,
teachers, and everyone she comes into contact Viatissie has an amazing story to tell
and | was privileged enough to be able to heardtisy. As Gussie says “If | don't tell
the story, who will?”

- 113 -






Assemblymember Guy Houston
District 15

"

Is honored to present the stories of
Holocaust survivors

Ellen Nebel Interviewed by Scott Cullinane

Acknowledgements

Jewish Family and Children’s Services of the East Bay
Dr. Anita Friedman, Executive Director
Rita Greenwald Clancy, MSW

Holocaust Survivor Program Coordinator/Case Manager







il Ndod

By Scott Cullinane

Where Life Takes Us

What does “stateless” mean? How does one becaeelesss?” How does it feel
to have a passport that reads your home as “sa®ldllen Nebel knows and she is,
unfortunately, not the only one who knows.

The hatful acts of the Nazi’'s are well known todag are the acts that were
inspired by that hate. The death camps and whagbemegal there is well documented.
Recalling the gritty and tragic lives of those wiiere sent to these places of death still
causes tears today. The grey malaise of hopelessmes infectious, and only a rare
individual was able to avoid being suffocated by it

World War Il was truly a world war; it took thedinary lives of people and set
them spinning off their normal courses. This ineldanany Jewish people, such as Ellen
Nebel who was a very young girl when the Nazis toggower in Germany. Her story is
a story of a life interrupted and sent in an ehtidifferent direction by the rise of the
Nationalist Socialist German Workers’ Party in Garm.

Ellen grew up in Hanover, Germany, living with h&ro parents and several
siblings. Her life was comfortable. Her mother veasoncert pianist and her father ran a
dry goods store. Her life as a young girl was gabget undistinguished by history. Her
family, though Jewish, was not strictly observafthile growing up, one of her favorite
memories was how every Sunday morning she would# wathe park with her brother
and her father and did math problems in her headthis day she says that doing this
helped her with math all her life. Her parents kiegt insulated from the growing anti-
Semitism in Germany during the 1930s. She deschbetfe then simply, “before Hitler
came to power we grew up [just] like you grow upvij.”

Growing up during the 1930’s in Germany, despiee ¢fforts of her parents, she
could not help but be aware of the political climaluring those years, but her parents
kept her insulated from knowing everything. She tenschool with members of the
Hitler Youth, but seemed never to fully appreciadgat that meant. It seems likely that
Ellen’s parents were all too aware of what was kappg, but she was young and was
spared knowing the truth longer than many otherew&ll that changed in late 1939.

In 1939, by chance, Ellen’s parents were offetexl dpportunity to get some of
their children out of Germany. Ellen never saw frber parents how difficult a choice it
must have been for them. Her parents had to makieeilpmind in one night- that was all
the time they had. She can only imagine her paentguish as they counted down the
days until she actually left. Finally, in JanuaB840, Ellen left her home in Hanover for
Holland as a young girl of 13. Before she left, parents told her that they would be
together again soon, and then they could all gArt®rica together. She traveled on a
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kindertransport a children’s refugee transport, full of other «ithat were in the same

situation. Some of those children were too youngetlize what was happening. That
train was doing more than just taking Ellen to ldodl; it was setting her on a path that
would change her life completely.

On the train she describes the atmosphere as heitg innocent. Ellen is sure
they were all scared, but no one showed it. Evexywas so young; to them it was a big
adventure- bordering on the romantic. On the tthare was a rumor that the children’s
bags were going to be inspected. The children \w#rmld very specifically what they
could and could not bring with them. Some, fearinguble, threw some of their
belongings out of the train. Though Ellen did nobWw it then, but not all of the children
on that train would successfully escape the Naaildeamps.

When they arrived in Holland they were first deded, then put in what Ellen best
describes as a hostel. She still cringes rementpénm nasty smell of the delousing. All
the children were divided by sex and kept thereeuntlose supervision for about a
month. After that the children were all moved tootwer location in Holland. The
children spoke to no one in Holland, not out ofrfdat simply because they only spoke
German and could not communicate. The best waycahedescribe how they were
treated was that they were like “orphans,” evemugfiothey all still had their parents and
Ellen was even still in contact with hers. She &bk to talk to them by telephone and
even received care packages from them.

Ellen’s life took a dramatic turn when, in May I945ermany invaded Holland.
She recalls now, “We saw planes, we saw parachytistp out of planes, hanging in
trees. They were shot and all that kind of stuHér parents had sent her away from
Germany, hoping to keep her safe, but now the \adrdeen brought to her in the most
literal way. The violence she witnessed in Hollagave her disdain for television
violence that persists even now. “I lived violencdpn’t have to watch it.”

One day, the group of children, from four to feen years old, was loaded onto
buses and driven for several hours to the coaserWhe buses finally stopped, all the
children could see a ship resting at anchor. Th&lreim were rushed aboard; Ellen
carried nothing with her and had only what she weaaring. Ellen was standing on deck
as the ship began to move, but at the same timecshied see more people on land
running towards the ship and waving their armshandir for it to wait. The ship did not,
and these unfortunate refugees were left behind.

The ship Ellen found herself on was a cargo stomfthe Dutch East Indies and
was far from being suited for its new found taslagmssenger transport. What little food
there was consisted mainly of biscuits, which tatyin darkness so that they could not
see the maggots in their food. These poor conditmnthe ship were exacerbated when
the ship came under an air attack by German plafkes. German Air Force, the
Luftwaffe dropped bombs aimed at the ship, but though stamee close, none hit the
ship Ellen was on. There were about 150 childret@ard the ship, but no one was in
charge of them, they were on their own. What standsn Ellen’s mind is how the older
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children stepped forward to take care of the yourggees; this is a theme that Ellen
witnessed over and over again for the next fewsyear

After several days of sailing, and much stresghenpart of the passengers, the
ship arrived safely in Ireland. However, the Jewrsfugees were promptly denied
permission to enter Ireland and never even leftsthip. After the disappointment and
more days at sea, Ellen and her fellow refugedgguhto Liverpool harbor one night in
1940. It was finally here that they were accepted @lowed to disembark.

In Liverpool, by total coincidence, Ellen’s auntdaher cousin were working as
domestic servants. Ellen and all the children weikeen off the ship and held by the
authorities until arrangements for all of them cbble made. They were held in this
manner because the British feared that German spigist be amongst the legitimate
Jewish escapees. Ellen’s cousin, Martha, knowiag ttiis ship came from Holland, and
that Ellen was in Holland, took a chance to comeatrd find her. Martha, posing as the
wife of a member of the local Jewish committee,c&nm and found Ellen. It was only
then that Ellen discovered what happened to hampsr

Ellen’'s parents had fled their home in Hanover &ad gone east. They had
traveled by train to Istanbul, Turkey. Her mothexsweaching piano and her father was
giving the British soldiers lessons in German. Martvas also able to convey to Ellen’s
parents in Istanbul that Ellen was safe for the mimLater, Ellen would be able to write
letters to her parents by passing mail throughrdam in Zurich, but that took months.
Other than those rare letters, she was cut off tnenparents.

Ellen did not stay in Liverpool long. Soon shergowith many other Jewish
children from the continent were taken to the atyManchester, separated by sex, and
held in a closely supervised dormitory settingManchester all the Jewish children lived
communally. She recalls how any privacy you coudd gwas very scarce and much
valued. Even the showers were communal. This exipesi drew her closer to those
around her in a way few other things could. Lookoagk on it now she almost marvels
at the way in which such young people, childredlyeaame together in order to live.

Ellen had to learn English to survive. When shiadd sixteen she was required to
do war work and she operated a machine that sewedop the pocket on military
uniform trousers. It was a job called “bar tackiragid Ellen remembers how on occasion
a girls’ finger would get stuck in the machine, thankfully that never happened to her.
Manchester, where Ellen worked and lived duringwlae, was a major industrial center
in England, and as such did not go unnoticed bya@enans.

To harm the British war-effort, tHeuftwaffesent bombers on night raids against
Manchester. Ellen would go to her bed, sleep aliewrs, then when the air raid alarms
sounded, she would go down to the basement fotysafel sleep on the cement floor.
During the blitz, when théuftwaffe visited every night, she would not even go to her
bed, but go straight to the basement and spendtioée night there. This was Ellen’s
childhood, working during the day, spending thehtegon the floor in a basement.
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Ellen’s teenage years were devoid of many of thenab activities, joys, and
romances of adolescence. Referring to her teereays,yEllen says, “We just didn’t have
it.” One of the pleasures she did have was lisgeminthe radio and the music that was
played from the Manchester concert hall. She lorigeske it because she had heard how
beautiful it was, but it was not possible for hergp beyond her work and the building
where she lived. Because her mother was a piahistmusic seemed to remind her of
home and provided her some comfort.

Ellen stayed in Manchester until the war ended945. She remembers May of
that year, five years after she left Holland, whies British literally danced in the streets.
Ellen does not remember when exactly she learnedtahe death camps and the full
extent of what went on there, but shortly after wee ended she came face to face with
the reality of what the Nazi’s had done in othertp@f Europe. In England she met a
group of children who had been rescued from thepsariVhen she met them, they
immediately hated her because she spoke Germancandddish like them. When food
was put in front of them they devoured it like aalsmand hid food in their clothing. The
dehumanization was shocking. In her own words,"sfes lucky” to have stayed out of
the camps and avoid the fate that claimed so mtérere

After the war she did not return to Germany, lmmained in England. Ellen was
now almost twenty. Europe in 1945 was a decimatedcanfused place. Ellen was poor,
and given the state of things, she remained whieeevgas in England, unable to be
reunited with her parents. Ellen remained in theamanity of Jewish war refugees and
became part of a Kibbutz. It was a “farm schooffictally known as Whittingehame
House in Scotland. Whittingehame House was anes#itat was donated and owned at
one time by the Earl of Balfour. Arthur Balfour haden a British Prime Minister and
Foreign Secretary. He is famous for making the @alfDeclaration which was a
significant statement of British support for theation of a Jewish homeland in British
Palestine.

Whittingehame House was created in 1939 to traoh educate Jewish refugee
youth to prepare them for the day when Hitler wolkdgone and they could return to
Germany. Whittingehame House was self-sufficiend #me occupants ranged in age
from their late teens into their twenties. Ellemesned here for several years and recalls
it fondly.

Many of the Jews that were at Whittingehame Harsted up traveling to Israel,
but Ellen did not. She instead went to London, wagkas a nurse for two boys from a
wine merchant’s family. In 1948 she married and %1 became pregnant with her first
child. It was not until this late date she was dbl&avel across Europe to see her parents
again. Her parents had last seen her as a younggesagirl, and she was returning to
them both as a women and mother. Eventually Ellealavfind her way to America, and
California where she now resides.
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Later in her life she felt some resentment towatids Germans for what
happened. When she would meet Germans after theshemwvould think to herself how
terribly unfair life was. She would try and calagélan her mind how old they were,
where they must have been during the war. She wbuiéd how unfair it was about what
happened then, but how now she and these Germargpaaking so politely together.
Ellen would remember about her father who had b&w®st fighting for Germany in
World War |, but later had to flee Germany for thiis.

Her experience early in life taught her to appriecahat she had. Ellen has
learned to always be ready. This shadow of anxbbut the future that she acquired as a
child remains evident in her words, “I'm always paeed for disaster... because of my
childhood.” Ellen today lives quietly among us, ktary of strength is a lesson about not
letting bitterness ruin one’s life. Because of fia¢h she was forced to set out on in 1940
Ellen has held many jobs and happily describeselfeas a “jack of all trades, but master
of none.” The events of her life have been so dizeand profound it challengers us to
imagine what we would have done in her place.

After World War |1, Ellen became a “stateless” midual, but she found a new

home in America, and in California. We should @lgroud of her and applaud what she
has accomplished.
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Wit Gt Ty
By Mia Newman

“I am here to tell my family’s story, but that is &xception”

We are the chroniclers of history, the chroniclefdoss, the chroniclers of life,
and most importantly, the chroniclers of the acclatead miracles that amounted to
survival. Wilfred (Bill) Kay is a survivor, a bravand fortunate embodiment of all that
word encompasses, and he fervently believes tleagprikilege of survival has come with
the responsibility to share his story with the wlorl

Mr. Kay's story begins on May 16, 1928 in the toefrPultusk, Poland, about 40
miles north of Warsaw. Its population was almostpédcent Jewish, but the Jewish
community was mostly separated from the Christiaa. d-orbidden from owning land,
the Jews of Pultusk made lives for themselves immerce and trades, immersing
themselves in their own traditions, language, athgcation system. Wilfred was born
with the name Shlomo, the third child of sevenStra and Pesach Katz. They were an
observant Jewish family--what today we would carthodox™--and the weekly
celebration of Shabbat was a special time for fathem. Friday nights, they could join
together, clean and prepared for festivities. Watheacher and principal for a father,
Wilfred particularly remembers being surrounded dy atmosphere that stressed the
importance of education above all.

Yet Wilfred never even started 4th grade in Plltd$he whispers of Nazism that
he had begun to hear when Hitler expelled the Pa&wvs from Germany grew to an
ever-present threat of war by 1939. Mr. Kay vividgmembers the first time he heard
Hitler on the neighbor’s radio, and the fear itpimed in those around him. And then war
came, on September 1, 1939, on the very day youilijed/ would have started 4th
grade. School was cancelled, and the hopeful, At-gfl student was crushed. There
was no time for disappointment, however; his familys on the move. They rushed to
grab their clothes and bedding before the war rsd¢heir doorsteps, neglecting even to
take their family pictures, and began walking todgaMvarsaw, whose borders they
thought afforded more protection than their ownt#sK. They never made it. As they
walked, surrounded by others fleeing war, they gbeldngings that became too heavy,
finally arriving at the neighboring town of Wyszkoas the day darkened. Against the
sky they could see smoke rising from the town: @e&rmans had bombed. The Katz
family pressed on, only to find that the bridgeossrthe river Bug, the path to Warsaw,
had been destroyed; they could not continue. Asntee went to look for food, the
family sought sanctuary and the hope of a niglsadéty in the town’s synagogue.

“FIRE!” cried Pesach, waking his family in the amorning. The synagogue
was on fire! A German soldier with a pistol wasréheo force them to follow him as the
frightened refugees fled the temple. Hundreds einthwere marched out of town,
surrounded by soldiers. Shots heard were assumtael ttte Germans “eliminating” those
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who were unable to walk. At last, they reachedranfaMlen were directed to one side,
and women and children to the other. They were itolehs merely for the night, but in
the morning, the men were gone. In response ta’'Sworried inquiries, the soldiers
would only say the men had “gone to work.” But thats the last time they saw their
father.

After two days, the women and children were reasded, locked into a small
building, and left to wonder what the Germans hiashmed for them next. Barely able to
breathe, the rumor circulated that they were tdbeed. But they were released and
marched to a valley. Machine guns pointed at then@mmand children from the hillsides.

Yet the miracle of their survival from this bruslith war was announced by a
German soldier: “Attention! You are free, but yowshleave here. You must go away
from here, toward Pultusk.” A higher ranking offithad arrived and ordered the soldiers
to release their prisoners.

Marching once again, this time toward home, SaadzKonce again used the
German she had learned from growing up in a bovidiage to ask after her husband.
She was told he would be found in Pultusk, whely tleached home. Upon arrival at
their apartment, 14 Pjotra Skarga, the childreredaap the stairs, elated at the prospect
of finding their father again. Emptiness. Their ipeent was untouched, exactly as they
had left it, but their father was not there. Heerezsame.

Sara was left with the bleak future of supportingr seven children alone.
Scavenging appeared the most promising option,aas/ews had left stores when they
abandoned town, but most food was gone. A founll shcereal provided security for a
brief time, but soon the children had to rangehartirom home to find food, traveling
into the country to pick fruit, risking dangerousceunters with capricious and harsh
German occupiers.

Three weeks after his family’s return, on Sukkbe Jews were expelled from
Pultusk. First they were all gathered togetherha town square, and then marched
toward the town park. Soldiers resisted Sara’sngynd begging to be allowed back to
their apartment to get clothing or food.

Each fleeing citizen of Pultusk was sent througimall building where they were
searched for valuables. Jewish belongings graddidiiygl the buckets along the walls,
soon joined by the Katz money and valuables. Exaga’S wedding ring was taken.

Once through the checkpoint, they were drivensstbe River Narew. A soldier
pointed down the road. East was where their hoge Where the Russians were
friendlier. For weeks, the Katz family walked. Tgoung to know, really, what was
happening around him, Wilfred put his absolutettinshis mother, and it left no room
for fear. They walked. Mr. Kay remembers knocking @oors at night, looking for
shelter or food from friendly farmers.
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After nearly a month, they reached the border whussian occupation of
Poland began. The border was closed. Sara, eseuneeful and skilled at saving her
family, paid a local farmer to row the eight of thecross the border river. It took two
boats, but they arrived. In the distance they saaman across a vast meadow. As they
slowly walked towards this promise of securityhage came towards them fast. It turned
into a Russian soldier on a horse, commanding tlrego back. They were rowed back
under his watchful eye, in shock at this unexpetaddre. It was a devastating blow.

Unwilling to give up, Sara guided her childrertite one place rumor claimed the
border was open. But it was closed. Russian saldieared spies lurked among the
desperate Jewish refugees massing before the aiatkPara tirelessly negotiated with
the guards, eventually convincing them that no spwere hidden in her family, only
weary children who were beginning to grow coldhe October air. As the Katz family
went through, other refugees followed, surging digito the gates. Panicked, the soldiers
shot into the air, sending everyone back. Lated, @y after great persistence, Sara and
her children were let through under cover of daskne

They walked. A stroke of kindness let them inte tinst house of the first village
they came to that night, but there was no real ré@mnthem. Seeking more permanent
security, Sara took her family by freight train @odno and eventually Lyachowici, a
small town in Belarus. In a town of about 5000 geppne farmer was commanded by
the authorities to house the desperate Katz fariifye small room they came to call
home was a true blessing for them.

Sara found a job sorting produce to support herilya but when she fell sick,
there was no one to help, and her only option wasut her children into an orphanage.
She resisted, but her illness persisted. The yaingenjamin and Rachel, were the first
to leave. Both were sent to Grodno, the closedtampge, but when Rachel grew too old,
at age five, she was sent to another orphanagealgsBk. As Sara’s health worsened,
she was forced to give up three more. Sima, Led Vditfred were sent to an orphanage
in Berezhno, near Mir in Belarus. It was a smdlbge, but it was wonderful. They were
well fed and well treated, but they were plaguedjbyt, wondering how the rest of their
family fared. They heard Shymon, the second eldesd, decided on his own to leave
home and go to Grodno, where he could go to sdoodiee.

In May of 1941, Wilfred and another girl were reded for their good work in
school at the orphanage with a trip to a four weeknmer camp during the month of
June. The camp was named Naroch for the lake it sitasted next to, and it was
paradise for these children, who came from all oBefarus. It was a place whose
regulations offered a welcome relief from the chabshome. There, Wilfred had no
Jewish identity; he was just another lucky chiltieTchildren all hunted for mushrooms,
played games, and sang, but the war intruded oa 2Bnwhen the Germans invaded the
USSR. The camp staff persuaded the military auiieerthat the safety of their charges
was of the utmost importance, and the staff anal thendreds of children were put on a
freight train heading east. Germans planes firedthet trains, but there were,
miraculously, no casualties. Many of the campersevdeopped off near their homes, but
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the remaining children had nowhere to go. They cama village, some 300 miles
southeast of Moscow, near the town of Ruzayevktherregion of Mordovia.

A building was transformed into an orphanage liese children, where they were
sheltered, fed, and educated until the age of b&nvtheir work was needed at a nearby
factory. Due to the friendship of a wonderful teackat the orphanage named Anna,
Wilfred (by this time called Shura or Sasha, naime$iad been given during his time at
the orphanage) had his call to factory duty detetetil he was 14 and a half. When he
finally went to the factory, it was a cruel shockléave the sheltered environment of the
orphanage. His belongings were stolen within dayg] his disappointment with his
situation revealed itself in his letters to Annahowat this time had returned to her
hometown of Sumy in Ukraine. In 1944, after two W&eef hitching rides on trains and a
frightening brush with the authorities of Ukrainjlfred made it to Sumy, by Anna’s
invitation. There, Anna warned him of strong argr8tism, and procured papers for him
with the name Katzoff, a less Jewish-sounding n#me his own, Katz. She did even
more for the now Sasha Katzoff, getting him a facjob in nearby Achtyrka, and she
became for him the closest thing he had to fandilyother small miracle: the miracle of
finding friendship and kindness given without agkin

But when the war ended, Wilfred’'s thoughts immeadiaturned to finding his
true family, whom he had not seen for so many yeHis made his way back to
Lyachowici in 1945, the last place he had seemtather. Wandering through the street,
remembered and so familiar, he could not find thenf house that had provided his
family with such welcome shelter in 1939. He figaikalized that the empty lot on their
street was the place he had been looking for. §eaim staring at the lot, a girl from
across the street came to him. She took him teviiraan who had owned the destroyed
farm house, Wilfred's old landlady, who was ableteéd him what had become of his
family.

The house, at least, had not been a victim ofatae It had burned down after.
But in 1942, there had been two “actions”. For fivst, his family had hidden
successfully. But they had been caught in the skcdfilfred heard the bleak story, so
familiar, so feared. The Jews of Lyachowici hadrbseized in the second action and
marched out to a nearby field outside of town. Mass graves were ready for their shot
victims.

He was not surprised, though he had cherished shopeheir survival. His
landlady did tell him, however, that his family,the time of the actions, had consisted of
his mother, his eldest brother Sholom, his oldesther Shymon, and two more of
Wilfred’s siblings Shymon had brought back from leapages with him upon returning
from school in Grodno. That left two of Wilfred’soings unaccounted for. The landlady
had not known the rest of his siblings well enotgkell Wilfred which two.

As Wilfred’s leave of absence from his factorytive USSR drew to a close, he

found himself reluctant to leave the niche he haehdl for himself working and living
side by side with his old landlady’s family. Hellsivanted to see the field that served as
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the final resting place for his family members, @aodind his other two siblings. But the
landlady introduced him to a fellow Jewish survivarMr. Rabinowitz, who convinced
him that there was nothing to see in that deadllg fbut grass, and that Wilfred should
join him in traveling back to Poland, whose bordeese now open to those who had
been citizens before the war.

With false papers procured for him by RabinowN¥ilfred made it to Lodz,
where the Jewish community had reassembled. Atss for what to do, Wilfred was
approached by a friendly young Jew who offeredagelto stay: a kibbutz! Though the
kibbutz wanted to help its members get to Palestidfred ended up going to a
Displaced Persons camp in West Germany, in the toiWBad Reichenhall. He waited
there for four years, but finally made it to theitdd States, the first choice of many as
the “Golden Country”.

He arrived in Oakland in September of 1949. Stinggwith the culture, the
language, and even the new name of Wilfred Kayeveantually was conscripted into the
army, where he spent four months in training and than assigned to duty in Germany.
He met his wife, Rachel, dancing in the Fairmontéimm San Francisco. They purchased
a fresh new home in Marin together, supported by Kay's job as an engineer at
PG&E, and raised a daughter.

Mr. Kay still hopes for more miracles. He has jetfind those two missing
siblings. It is likely that they are Benjamin anddRel, both young enough that they were
more likely to be safe. In spite of advertisememtd inquiries to city officials in Europe,
it has proven impossible to find out what happetedhese two mysterious siblings.
Having heard his story, a story of miracles andiisat, | think we can all believe in his
chance of discovery.
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By Nataly Man

The Spirit of the Jewish People Did Not Die!

As soon as | sat down with Henry Libicki he bedas story with, “I'm not a
typical survivor.” While reading this oral historyou will understand how Henry
miraculously made it through this heartrending @eof his life.

Henry was born in Klobuck, Poland just ten mibegside of Czestochowa. His
parents, Yechezkel and Yochevet, had three othidreh besides him: Ester Chaya,
Rachel, and Kopel.

When Henry was a child, he remembered going tthad where only 10-15% of
the students were Jewish. It was normal for thengagentile kids to beat up the Jewish
children simply because of their religion. Henrfasily observed the Sabbath, attended
synagogue, kept Kosher, and observed the Jewistalgel His father was a well-off
wheat and flour wholesaler and his mother took catbe home and children.

In October 1942, the first selection, which is tirae when the Nazis would
decide whether a Jew would remain where they weraave to a camp, occurred. The
Libickis, living in the Big Czestochowa ghetto dtettime, were able to avoid the
selection because they owned a bakery in a timenvidaé&ers were needed. Although
bakers were needed, they knew that not everyonéheir family could avoid the
selection. His brother was strong and fit, almastfident that he would pass; therefore,
he went through the selection with his brotherawland passed. Those who did not pass
this selection went to Treblinka, an exterminateamp run by Nazis in Poland. In the
Big Ghetto, life for Henry was almost normal. Thevere stores and the Libickis had
their bakery. Gentiles, non-Jews, could come anttegly. Henry’s family was lucky to
have a very decent apartment. His father and gthernts hired a teacher to teach their
kids through their sixth and eighth years of scholat everyone in the ghetto had been
as well off as his family.

As his family continued to work as bakers, they f&lispicious. They knew
something bad would happen to them because, sawnkter, the bakers would be
liquidated. The bakers could not stay forever; raétk, they were Jews. His family
decided that they needed to get out of there. Helrpther-in-law was able to bribe the
S.S. officers with eight $20 gold pieces to takenthto the other ghetto called the Small
Czestochowa ghetto. Two days later the S.S. sasldilke Nazis, captured the rest of the
bakers and shot them, sending them straight toaheetery.

Life in the Small Ghetto was much more difficuttwias a much more depressed

environment; there were no stores, and no gentibesd come in. There was a small
kitchen that fed 6,000 Jews very disgusting foalially consisting of some sort of soup,
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“if you could call it that.” Yet, as Henry said, &ate anything to survive.” Henry lived
in an apartment of two tiny rooms with a total &0lsquare feet along with eight other
people. Each day they made it their goal to wort atay busy, demonstrating to the
Nazis that they would not falter under German opgim.

On January 3, 1943, the Germans found out there twer Jewish partisans in the
ghetto who were trying to get money, ammunition auhs. All of the Jews were
rounded up the following day and forced to stana isquare. “We were standing like
geese.” Henry was one of the few standing on tlge @d the group. Right next to him
was a Jewish partisan who pulled out a gun andnpted to shoot the officer, but
unfortunately was not able to because somethingwrasg with the gun. The officer
immediately shot the partisan who stood by Hensyde. Henry remembers the sight of
him quivering, as he died from the bullets. It whs first time that he had witnessed
someone’s death.

Soon after that, the officers called many namesneray them was Henry’'s
brother-in-law. After they all lined up, they st of them randomly. His brother-in-law
was taken out with 24 others and executed in fafneveryone. An additional few
hundred names of Jews were announced includingyHahicki, Yochevet Libicki, and
Yechezkel Libicki. Anyone whose name was called destined to Treblinka two days
later. Immediately, Henry's sister and brotheraml intervened and requested the
Libickis for work. Two days later, the officers md 20 names before sending the Jews
off, which included Yochevet and Yechezkel. Henny&ne was not called, which meant
that he was to be sent to Treblinka. As his parerm@st in their appointed direction,
Henry knew that he had to take a risk to stick hirtside. A Nazi stopped and asked
him for his name. He responded “Libicki!” and the&sSofficer let him continue behind
his parents.

After he escaped from being sent to Treblinka, dvetinued his life at the Small
Ghetto. The following morning Henry went to HASAGHuUgo Schneider
Aktiengesellschaft), a labor camp 5 kilometers ioletsof the ghetto. S.S. officers
surrounded the group of people who went to the cdaily to ensure that no one would
escape. Going to the HASAG labor camp was the waly of exiting the ghetto. The
type of work Henry did at the camp included “Horgipping,” the emptying of latrines.
“It was a big pit, dirty and filthy. We would empiy when it is full, 3-4 people. We
emptied it with a wagon.”

Every day, Henry walked five kilometers to the car@me day, Henry and the
rest of the group were told that they could novéeBlASAG; he couldn’t return to the
Small Czestochowa ghetto. He stayed there withamsly until January 1945. The S.S.
officers treated everyone terribly. Henry rememlmars experience where an S.S. officer
beat him very violently with a rifle simply becaudenry had cookies.

On June 15, news broke that the Russians were gotmisave them. All of the

S.S. officers fled leaving everything behind. Thexinday, the 16th, at around 11pm,
young people went to see if it was true, only talfan empty guardhouse. They realized
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that all the officers had left. Everyone grabbetesi and Henry remembers someone
yelling, “JEWS, WE ARE FREE!” On his way past whdénry called the “Gates to
Freedom,” he saw the same S.S. officer that beat waith the rifle unarmed. If he
wanted, Henry could have killed him. He decideditk the officer and ran off, leaving
him behind.

Henry told me the story of how a boy reacted to hohchoosing to kill the Nazi
who had brutally hurt him. His simple answer was¢duld not kill a guy, | am not a
murderer.”

Almost Henry’'s entire family was able to walk thgbuthe “Gates of Freedom.”
The handsome, strong and fit brother, Kopel, wag s@ Germany a day and a half
before the Russians came and died in a long-distamarch under extremely harsh
conditions. Although Kopel was killed, Henry stitlonsiders himself lucky when
compared to others. “I had the support of the fanNliinety percent of the survivors had
no one left.”

Once freed, Henry’s father was able to get holdGeirman papers. Through
trains, similar to those which had brought Jewdteblinka, his family arrived at the
English zone of Germany and then moved to the Acaarzone. After arriving to the
American zone in Germany, Henry met his future yi¥bo moved to the United States.
Three and a half years later, Henry was able toariovthe United States, and the two
were married a few months later. They have livethenUnited States ever since.

Now he is a husband, father, grandfather, and gmeaidfather. He tells his
family every Passover the story of his “Exodus’nirthe oppression. With his optimistic
smile, an important lesson that he teaches thedwsrthe fact that, “The spirit of the
Jewish people did not die.”
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By Natalie Marsh

Opening the Dusty Windows of History

Carrying only a thick, bound copy of “The Historiytbe World”, R embarked on
the beginning of her own history. The date was &ynthe 3rd of September 1939, and
the history of the world was about to be markedtly atrocities of World War II.
Knowing that she and her family were likely to lzegets of the new waves of anti-
Semitism sweeping Poland with the arrival of Gerrfaces, R fled, walking alongside
her father and six brothers and sisters to a ndaxkiy called Sosnowiec.

R’s previous life in Katowice was peacefully bligsisfThe Jewish and gentile
populations in Katowice were entirely integratesl itavas not until high school that she
became friends with other Jewish youth. In her @pamt complex, she grew up playing
with children regardless of religious identity.

Her family attended the local synagogue, Mickiewicand fervently celebrated
all Jewish holidays. They were free to practicevtmtever extent they wished. R and her
brothers and sisters gained knowledge of Jewisthiesun the local school in order to
fulfill the religion requirement mandated by theliBlo Catholic government. While at
school R was most interested in History, design artd Following high school, she
hoped to attend art school.

With German occupation in Katowice, the peacefulagphere characterizing R’s
youth fragmented and fell before her. One evening Ber mother sent her to the
apartment of a close family friend, a bookkeepaty ¢o find the door firmly closed and
locked with a sign stating, “Here we are using @erman greetings, ‘Heil Hitler”. R
declined the greeting and never saw the familyragai

After the war began on September 1st 1939, Rislyagrew worried and decided
to flee to a nearby town called Sosnowiec with pthews from their town. Those in
Katowice were worried that the German army woulatad and explode the mines,
destroying the city. Sosnowiec was thought to kershecause the industry was not
based upon coal as it was in Katowice.

Unfortunately, upon arrival in Sosnowiec, R’s famibund the situation to be
worse than in Katowice. German forces entered Swigeoon the same day as Katowice,
September 4th 1939, but the situation was worsausecPolish gentiles were telling the
Nazis who was and was not Jewish. The Nazis thexcted violently towards the Jews. R
remembers the situation as horrifying and chaetnd says that her family desperately
missed home. Instead of enduring the atrocitieSasnowiec they returned to their
apartment in Katowice.
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At home the German response to the Jews intensédge#8atowice also fell under
German occupation. Shortly following the declanataf war, the Nazis rounded up all
Jewish men from Katowice, including R’s three bevthand her father. With her father
and brothers gone, R, at 19, became the primadii@ner for her family. In May of
1940, the Germans forced R, her mother, and h@rsito leave Katowice and move to
Sosnowiec.

One evening, following an exhausting day of worlaatigarette manufacturer in
Sosnowiec, R’s uncle, who worked for the Jewish @amity Center, told R that it was
dangerous to return home. Her uncle heard thaGérenan Police were seeking young
Jewish women to export to factories throughout &asEurope. Instead of returning
home that evening, R stayed at her aunt’'s apartrifénén the German soldiers arrived,
her name was not on the list under her aunt’s adds® the Nazis left the household and
R remained temporarily safe.

A few hours later, two German soldiers arrived wotiders to arrest R. Carrying
only a suitcase with articles of clothing for eawhPoland’s distinct four seasons, R
boarded a train to Czechoslovakia. After stoppihg achool, where doctors questioned
her health, soldiers sent R to Etrich, a flax-hativg factory in Sudetenland,
Czechoslovakia.

Sitting in her carriage, R worried for the fate hedr mother and three younger
sisters. As the train clacked along the tracks, l@rdstomach rumbled from hunger, she
awaited her new life at the factory in Sudetenland.

Situated in the majestic mountains of Czechosladkirich seemed out of place.
The building itself was giant and rectangular whtlge windows covering many of the
walls. The windows, and everything else insidelibh&éding was lined with a thick grey
dust, a byproduct of the flax-harvesting proceskrotligh the dust one could see
blooming flowers and fields, characterizing theunalt beauty of the world outside the
encampment of Etrich.

Standing inside the barracks, R and 40 other womere assigned to their
various factory jobs. Because R appeared stromgar tany of the others, the officials
assigned her to the barn. The farmers brought legnafl flax to the barn each day, and
with the help of a few other girls, R stacked thex funtil it was approximately two
stories high.

Although she had to work for eight to ten hours day and was physically
exhausted by the process, the benefit of the jabtivat the foremen found the barn too
frigid to supervise, so R and her co-workers wek 1o their own devices. While
working in the barn one of the weaker girls disgedethat flaxseeds were a good
supplement to their meager diets. Because thewats un-supervised, they began eating
the flaxseeds in order to maintain strength.
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Despite her sparse diet, R forfeited her ratiorbifad to sustain younger and
weaker girls in the factory. R maintained strengdtause she remained hopeful and
never allowed herself to think that she wouldnitveee. She firmly believed that such an
outlook was essential to survival, as she descrimesgirl who was not as optimistic.
Upon arrival, the girl told R that she didn’t thirghie would survive. Because of her
pessimistic perspective, the girl had a nervouakatewn and was sent to Auschwitz.

While in the camp R maintained hope through hesced view of the outside
world. Her mother rarely wrote letters concernimmgvHife really was and instead assured
her that the family was safe. Because letters wersored her mother used codes to
unveil details that the Nazis would not approve of.

R did not know what happened to her mother anérsigturing the war until she
received a package in May 1943. At first the paekagnfused R, as it contained torn
stockings and items belonging to her mother antersis Because of the items R
instinctively knew that something was wrong and sgeel that they were deported to
Auschwitz.

During the spring of 1945, those in Etrich becam&aasingly hopeful that the
war would soon come to an end and Russian, FremtlEaglish soldiers would liberate
them. On one particularly sunny spring day, theédigcshook as Russian planes flew low
overhead. Everyone flung the dusty windows openleaded outward in order to smile
and wave at the Russian soldiers, hoping despgrédelan imminent defeat for the
Germans.

On May 8th 1945, R awoke to find herself liberat®ternight, the guards and
commandants of Etrich vanished, as the Russiaaflyfidefeated the Germans, and the
women of the factory were free. R ran with hundreflsther female factory workers to
the road outside Etrich, where the Russian armylguotly celebrated victory. The
soldiers danced in the fresh spring air to the etuphtunes of the accordion. They
hoisted a Russian Doctor from Etrich atop a tanthabshe could join in the triumph.

After a few days, R and friends from Etrich useeeftrain passes to travel to
Prague. Upon arrival in Prague, a man noted tlagjged appearance and Jewish stars
and offered a feast of delicious Czech food andplings. He suggested that the women
rest at a hotel where they would be allowed to &hayree. After living in a hotel room
for a while, R had to move out, as the room wasleddor British war prisoners. R then
found warm welcoming by nuns in a local conventeidtually R decided to return to
Katowice in hope that she would be able to re-unith family members.

Although the war was over, Katowice remained istate of chaos. In the train
station, there was barely enough room to standwanféeet, as materials were scarce
throughout Poland, and one may have to travelrt@pr city many miles away in order
to obtain a necessity as simple as a box of matches train station was therefore
packed with people desperately seeking basic contiesd
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Katowice itself was not the same city. R says[Kiitowice] was a jewel before
the war, but nothing was done to maintain the hafdtie city”.

Because of her disappointment regarding the negld¢atowice, after only a few

days, R decided to return to Prague. As she appedathe train station, she passed a
home of one of her family friends from before tharwWhile peering through the
window, R realized that she recognized the marde#ie house. Without much thought
she knocked on the door, and told the man thatws®ereturning to Prague. This one
action proved essential to her re-unification wilr father. When her father returned to
Katowice, he met with same man who told him thaw&s safely living in Prague. Her
father then sent a relative to Prague with a mes$agR. The relative looked up R’s
address while in Prague and told her that her fatlas in Katowice. R returned to meet
her father in Katowice where he told her how he laadthree brothers spent the war.

R learned that shortly after the Nazis rounded epfhather and brothers, they
were released because the Germans were unorgaamiziedid not have the means to
control and house the men. Her father and brothen® then able to cross into the
Russian occupied part of Poland and survived theinvRussia. Her father and youngest
brother volunteered for the Polish army.

Following the war, two of her brothers and heresishoved to Israel, while
another brother moved to Denmark. R married anddddcto move to Berlin, as the
rampant anti Semitism in Poland led her to belithat there was no future for her in
Katowice. In 1951, R and her husband moved to Araeras they were allowed a
resident’s visa through the Displaced Person’s Act.

Today, R’s comfortable home in San Rafael, Calitomemains a tribute to her
own history. She keeps photographs, maps and breglmw boxes beside her couch, as a
reminder of what has marked her life. As she shpwatsires of Katowice before the war,
| realize that R doesn’t look upon her history idismal light, but keeps her memories of
joy and hope close at hand. R has written her agtoty through a lens of optimism and
vitality. She carries this history with pride, thigh her solid posture and sparkling eyes.
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By Eli Paris

Tightening of the Screws

This is a story of a survivor, a man who overcanoeedible hardship to thrive
and stay alive. During his struggle and thereafterkept his Jewish faith, heritage and
most importantly, his humanity. It is an honor amdecessity that | tell the story of
Irving Zale.

Irving Zale was born in Cologne, Germany in 1926. was born to his mother
Franciscka and his father Jacob. Jacob was a jpmere and Franciscka was a
homemaker. They did not live in a Jewish neighbodhoyet they adhered to their
religious views. Irving had a Bar-Mitzvah in Colagwhere thirty of his close family and
friends attended. He belonged to Habonim, a Jeyasith group and to the local Jewish
Community Center. Irving’s most endearing and pdwenemory of his early childhood
in Cologne was the fantastic annual Carnival thatilel come to the city on the tleay
in November, culminating the week long festivaldiegy up to Ash Wednesday. Irving
loved the pageantry and joy of the Carnival.

During his early childhood in Cologne, Irving felhti-Semitism grip Germany.

He was mercilessly teased and bullied in schoaindrand his family were aware of the
rise in Nazism and the hatred of Jews that wasglirg Germany. He listened to Adolf
Hitler’s fiery speeches and saw increasingly largmbers of Nazi flags. In 1936 Irving’s
mother took him to visit relatives in Krakow. Dugitthis year the Olympic Games were
taking place in Berlin. Irving was captivated byethrama and prowess of American
runner Jesse Owens. How could Jesse Owens’s racdeber: if Jesse beats the best
Aryan runners in the world? He begged his mothdetitim go see the games in Berlin,
but fearing for his safety, she declined.

Sensing the rising hatred and danger of life ito@oe, Irving Zale and his family
moved east to the large Polish city of Krakow i lwith other family members. The
war was on everyone’s mind. It was not a mattef itfe Germans were going to strike at
Poland, but when.

The war caught up with Irving and his family onp&amber 1, 1939 when the
German army invaded Poland. Responding to thekattagng and his mother fled east
towards the Soviet Union. His father was in Warssvithe time. Unfamiliar with the
country side and not used to long marching, Irvargl his mother were caught by
German soldiers on September 13. They were retutoelrakow on the 1B of
December, 1939.

Irving’s father returned to Krakow on the™®f September 1939 when Irving
was 13 years old. By mid-October 1939 Irving arslfamily were forced to move out of

- 139 -



their apartment and into the crowded inner cit)Kadkow. During this time the German
authorities initiated the official requirement @wish identification arm bands.

In the early months of 1940 Irving Zale’'s fatheoined the Krakow
Ordnungsdienst, a Jewish police force that washbyithe Nazi's in order to keep the
Jews docile and under control. His father quicldalized the ugly truth and left the
group. During the winter of 1940 Irving and his fgsuffered severe winter weather
conditions.

In January 1941, Irving and his family were fotgilnoved to a small village
called Zielonek. There they lived a extremely tnaglgrural life, seemingly millions of
years removed form the terror and filth of the wire village gave Irving a false sense
of security. The Nazi's were slowly tightening therews.

On April 10th, 1942 Irving and his father wereded to work at a local quarry
making bricks. The men and the women were sepasgtédis mother went into hiding.
The next time Irving saw his mother was on Augistd®when he suffered from yellow
jaundice. She came out of hiding to care for hins. irdother had been hiding in the town
of Skawina, but was captured and returned to tlaergu

The quarry closed and forced labor ended. Irvind his family were sent to
Plaszow labor camp. This camp was infamous foratinecities of the Nazi's, and the
heroics of Oscar Schindler. The camp was showntene® Spielberg’'s famous movie,
“Schindler’s List.” In November a new Nazi commanderived at the camp. His name
was Goeth, and once he took charge, the camp gmcklato a concentration camp.

On November 16, 1942, at age 16, Irving was mdred Plaszow work camp to
what was to be known as HASAG |, a to-be developetmnunitions factory in
Czestochowa in the industrial region of SilesiaafTvas the day Irving saw his parents
for the last time. There, a man named Herr JoHegood friend of Irving’s father, saw
him and took care of him, or so it seemed. Herle3dbecame a camp organizer for the
Nazi’'s, who believed that if he worked with themdwaild save his own skin.

On November 18, 1943, the old textile factory waslaimed by a German
company and was converted into a munitions facttirwas surrounded by a German
company, not by the SS, or German army. It was reavéen barbed wire and the Jews
were imprisoned in the camp working long hourswvédis patrolled and defended by the
hated “Black Russians,” Ukrainian mercenaries hitedcontrol the Jews. Irving's
father’s good friend Herr Jolles had a positionregeing all of the Jewish laborers.

At the camp Irving met up with Robert Saherl. Haswirom Slovakia and took
Irving under his wing. Jolles completely ignoredimg and did not respect his fellow
Jews. The only thing that Jolles did for Irving wage him a “soft job,” or a job that did
not require backbreaking manual labor.
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By the winter of 1943 Irving was only being givariny ration of watered down
soup and moldy bread. Being a prisoner was a haiinigj experience and he felt
completely vulnerable to exploitation. A particijahumiliating experience was a day in
winter when all of the Jewish laborers were mardedugh the town to the jeers of the
Polish civilians to be deloused and cleaned.

In 1944 the camp was humming at full productivitpts of new forced laborers
arrived and also local Polish men were paid tinge@gato work in the plant. These Polish
laborers gave the Jews news from the outside. Elae passed as the one before, with
hard labor and rough conditions. Something wasedsfit though, and by December
tension started to grow. The war was coming clos€&zestochowa.

Terrifying news came in early 1945. Over 800 mexremumored to be shipped
back to Germany, most likely to a horrific fateaatleath camp. The infamous Auschwitz
death camp was only 40 miles away. On January 945,1as the transports were being
readied, news flooded into the factory that the By was advancing ever closer! That
day the German business owners, Ukrainian mer@nand German lackey Herr Jolles,
fled west towards Germany. A group of Jewish latsoment throughout the factory
warning the Jews not to leave yet and to stayetilig

On January 17, 1945 bombing and artillery firehed overhead as the Red army
advanced into the town and the vital industriabaséSilesia. At about 8:00 A.M. Irving
saw the first column of massive Russian T-34 Taokgast the factory. After five and a
half years of imprisonment and fear, freedom waallfy near.

Faced with starvation, since the fleeing Germart dkrainians took all of the
remaining supplies with them, Irving joined his J@waborers and went into the town to
forage for food and other supplies. The city wagadeated with broken equipment and
dead bodies lying in and along the streets.

On January 18 the Soviet army left the town and tbe Jews to “stay in the
camp” in order to survive. Irving stayed a few weektil he ventured out and moved
east. It was not until February 12 that he was itednwith his surviving family. He
joined with his aunt Lotka and his uncle Zygmurieapending almost a month looking
for them among the throng of refugees and soldigyghen Irving was 18.

After contacting his mother’s brother, who wasthe United States, Irving was
able to immigrate to New York City and start a nie in America. He never knew
exactly what happened to his parents and othetiveta The Red Cross reported years
later that his father perished in Matthausen, aadrtother passed away in Bergin-Belsen
five days after the war.

Irving Zale’s story is not just an incredible fedtsurvival, but an absolutely vital

history lesson. His story must be preserved anéeatepl to future generations to show the
danger of hate and ignorance. It is a lesson inamityythat we must always be aware of
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the hate that can grow in society and never allomething as horrific as the Holocaust
to happen again.

- 142 -



Assemblymember Dave Jones
District 9

"

Is honored to present the stories of
Holocaust survivors

Ilse Spivek, Interviewed by Mikayla Sibner

Acknowledgements

Sunny E. Romer, RJE, Director of Education, Congregation B 'nai
Israel







/
By Mikayla Sibner
Mazal (Luck)

Luck: an unknown and unpredictable phenomenondhases an event to result
one way rather than another. For llse Spivek, loglack on the horrible events of the
Holocaust in Germany, she finds that her story defshed by luck and that her life has
been filled with blessings.

lIse Spivek was born on March 5, 1922 in whateraW'WIl, became known as
East Berlin. Her first bit of luck was that, as aupg girl, she led a privileged life in
which she, in her own words, was a “spoiled prisceShe was an only child with a very
successful attorney father and a social stay atehomother. Her family was not
particularly observant Jews, but they celebratedtrnob the holidays. Her parents both
came from Orthodox homes with very little moneyt bs Hitler took power in Germany
they found themselves well-off and became partefbRn Judaism.

lIse was thirteen when Hitler began his campaigairest the Jews. At first, the
German government forced her to carry an identibioacard with her picture, birthday,
address, and other recognition factors that idedtiher as a Jew. If she was caught
without it, the consequences were steep. She reersmihen German soldiers would
march by, she and the other Jews would duck bethimdways, for fear that if she did
not “heil Hitler” she would not be considered a 6goGerman” and if she did, she was
afraid of being accused of mocking the troops.

The discrimination continued when she and thesrothewish children were
thrown out of German public schools. Most of thexmgd private Jewish schools, ones
that were not prepared to accept so many studbaotssome of the well-off parents
imported British schools and British teachers tanecand teach in Berlin. llse went to
one of the imported schools. Her only problem witie British schools was that they
taught everything in English, and seeing as Engliak a second language to them, they
had some trouble. llse hated math because sheatagry good at it, and she joked, “I
didn’t understand math in German, how will | undensl it in another language?!” The
fact that they taught in English was lucky, fomibuld eventually help her when she
moved to the United States.

Also during this time, the Jews were not allowedjo to restaurants, movies, or
even use public transportation. llse told a stdsgua how she and a friend went to a
restricted restaurant. They felt so bad that tleydnot even eat what they had ordered.
They told their parents what they had done; thairepts were forgiving, but let them
know how much in danger they not only put themsehit their family as well. They
were lucky they had not been caught.
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It was not until one dreadful night that llse’srqats decided that it was time to
leave Germany. On the night of November 9th, 193Be-night that became known as
Kristallnacht — llse and her mother were at hono@@lwhen Nazis came to their door to
arrest her father. Because a grateful client hppeti him off, her father had left the
house to hide for a couple of days. He knew thatNhzis were coming for him and did
not tell llse and her mother that he was leavimgpvking that even if they were taken into
custody themselves, they really would not be ableetl where he was. llse and her
mother were so scared, she even remembers how harcinother’'s legs shook from
fear. After the Nazis left, llse and her mothet teke apartment and went to her father’s
secretary’s house who hid them for a couple of daysk was with her family again that
night, for if her father had not been warned, heumohave been shipped off to a
concentration camp and, because of what happemedamily decided they had to leave
Germany.

When the decision was made that they had to IGerenany, llse’s parents knew
that someone in the family would need to make moneyhichever country they went.
Because of this they pulled llse out of school pot her into an apprenticeship with a
professional photographer. She started out touchipgphotographs and eventually
learned the business of photography. Isle had awagn drawn to artistic things. When
her parents sent her to learn photography, shealfoenniche. She was lucky again for it
became her passion and later it would become loéegsion.

People had started emigrating from Germany earlybot by the time llse and
her family decided to go it was getting harder ¢ gut of the country and get a visa into
another country. When they first tried to get vigawas impossible, but luck played a
card. llse had an uncle who had immigrated to ti& €r before the war started. He had
settled in Kansas City, Missouri and owned a dgstThe lucky thing about this
drugstore was that it was down the street from yHdmuman’s store. He knew him
casually and when he learned that they were triongcquire visas, he wrote to newly
elected Senator Truman, who then intervened twigas for llse, her parents, and some
other relatives of hers. However, the United Statesild not provide visas for her
grandmothers because they were considered toonaldvauld not have been able to
contribute to society in the United States. Theyrewéorced to stay behind. One
grandmother died of natural causes after the fahmaly left. The other grandmother was
eventually sent by the Nazis to Auschwitz where@teshed, along with lise’s aunt.

On September 1, 1939, lise and her family leftn@ary for the United States, the
very day that Hitler marched into Western Polangtkd.was with them even then, for life
became harder for the Jews.

llIse and her family came to the United States.yTied been able to avoid the
evils that the Holocaust had inflicted on so maltse was able to find work with a
photographer and went back to school. Her fathekegfor a trucking company for he
was not able to practice law in the U.S. They bex&hs. citizens. llse went on to attend
the Bauhaus, an art school, in Chicago and becanead photographer for a big studio.
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Her father, through another stroke of luck, foundkawith Florsheim Shoes and rose to
the position of Vice President.

The horrors of the Holocaust had touched thegdivBut llse remembers the good
fortune and luck that followed her throughout tegperience, and for the rest of her life.
It was only recently in life that she chose to tedr story. But as she looks back she
knows that luck was with her and her fate was somhetter than so many others.
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Sty Dek

By Makenzie Gomez

Livia Wiess was born on August 16, 1930 in Satudl&omania. She lived in an
average religious household, with an average Jefaistily consisting of her mother,
father, sister, and brother. Her father went totdmple every Friday and Saturday, and
occasionally attended during the week. She had nnalagives that lived in the same
town as her immediate family. Livia's parents rahat she calls a nut factory, where
they took the nuts that were perfectly cut in hatid boxed them to be sold. Satu-Mare
was on the border of Hungary, and in 1940 it wasip®d by Hungarians. The leader of
Hungry, being “very cozy” with Hitler, took instrtion to take over this area for him.
Livia was no longer allowed to go to Romanian sdfiobut she had a tutor who taught
her math at her house. She handled this well anérrgave her parents any trouble. She
was a good girl.

In Europe parents didn't really tell their childrerhat was happening, so Livia
was unaware of what was going on outside her basitne. In 1943, on a Sunday, her
mother and aunts started to cook immensely. Finallyiosity took over and she asked
what all this food was for. Her mother respondedol’ll see.” Livia went with the
women to the railroad station, about half a milegérom her home, to take the food to
its destination. A plethora of people were theoading ample food into the train. She
had no idea where these people were going or Wiegt were doing. She was thirteen
years old. She would later learn that the traimied Jewish prisoners on their way to
concentration camps.

In early 1944, Livia’'s family heard that the Germmawere coming. She was
scared, but was still not sure what was going ome Tirst thing the Jews in the
community were told was to put yellow stars onthdir clothing. From one day to the
next, the German soldiers came to the houses, maday they toldher family they had
to line up and go to a ghetto. Her mother toldfdmaily to get dressed and to take some
of their clothes with them. Her mother also packeod because it was very close to
Passover, and they couldn’t eat bread. They wdilaed their house to this “area.” Livia
was very frightened. There were people sleepingherfloor and just not enough room
for everyone. They only remained in this ghetto loree weeks. Then one day, the
German soldiers told the Jews to line up. They vgaiag to the railroad station. “The
worst part is my parents just went,” says Lily && secollects the events, “They did
exactly what they were told.” They all had to wayloung or old, with a bag of clothes,
ending up at the railroad station by her housetl€aars came into view, and the
Germans yelled the German equivalent to “fast” loarty”. Her mother accidentally
stumbled, and a German soldier hit her. That waditst time Livia ever saw violence.

There were 50 or 60 people crammed in this sméllecaar, with only the food

that was strategically brought. They did the béstytcould. The train started to leave,
and that was that. The women distributed everytharmgl they ate. When night came
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children cried, but Livia still had no idea whehey were going. When the day came, she
tried looking over the bars while someone else Wwascking on the door begging for
more water. As usual, the Germans didn’t listene @ery early morning, the train
stopped abruptly. The doors opened at AuschwitekeBiau, a concentration camp that
had a banner that read, “Arbeit Macht Frie”, Gerrtranslation for “work will free you.”
German soldiers yelled, “fast” and “hurry”. Evergihad to disembark immediately.
Livia saw people in striped clothing, who were telish Jews that had already been
there since 1939 or 1940. Those men were toldki® tizaeir bundles, when a Polish Jew
came close to her and said, “Eat everything.” Sda’dknow why he said that, but she
listened and said nothing in return. The Nazi sokliseparated the group from left to
right. Livia's parents and brother were told to tgothe right, while she and her sister
were told to go to the left. Not one person madesa. They were just like cattle. They
did what they were told.

They were lined up when one of the German offic@#icer Mengele, asked
Livia how old she was. Something in her mind wagirga this stirs trouble.She
confidently responded, “I am twenty-one.” He sdipu are lying... But go over there.”
Her sister followed, and they went into the unpastetet with all the other young
people. Surrounding the area was an electric féeHoey were sent into one room where
their hair was cut off. In the next room they weskel to take their clothes off. Livia felt
very uncomfortable because she had never takealdtbes off in front of anybody. She
knew she could not refuse. She dropped her claineswas given some sort of rag
clothing and wooden shoes. These women walked &yl got to a certain number of
barracks in the concentration camp. On tri-levaikbbeds made of planks of wood, each
person got one blanket. Livia had not eaten for twe days. There was no water. Close
to the evening, the same Polish Jewish men thatepgehem at the front gate arrived
with the food of the day: bread the size of thenpaf a hand, and maybe a little
margarine. They went to bed. She was frightened.c@led all night.

At around five thirty in the morning, the Capo (&an word for the Jewish head
of a barrack), blew her whistle, and the womending, five to a row. Livia’'s row
included her sister, two other sisters, one oty &nd herself. They stood for a long
time until the same people from the night beforeulght them tea. Tea was going to be
their breakfast for the rest of their time at Bmke. Although disgusting, Livia ate what
she was told, always remembering what the manwh&h she got out of the cattle car.
They had to stand for hours, then for lunch theyewgven soup in which contents were
difficult to decipher. They continued to stand utiie whistle was blown, and were taken
to a barrack with water faucets lined up. With éineount of people, you had to run to get
water, because the faucets shut off after a ceat@iount of time. No one was allowed to
be near the electric fence and if you did breals thile, everyone suffered the
consequences. Later in the day, they stood indgaen. “My life was hunger, thirst, and
fear. | didn’t know what to expect. | didn’t knomhat they wanted. | didn’t know what
to do.” said Livia. She often wondered where Gasw times like these.

Around the fifth day, “selection” happened. Evergdmad to scramble to find a
place to stand and hope you did not get pickedyouf were picked, nobody would ever
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see you again. One of the two other sisters inghaup was chosen. After a week, Livia
got a terrible tooth ache. She knew not to tell@@mans anything, because this would
be a good reason to be “selected.” The Capo tookcha small room and pulled her
tooth without any anesthesia. She missed her mar&tie had never been away from
them this long. Livia said, “I miss my parents. \léhare they? | haven’t seen them for a
long time.” The Capo said, “You want to know wheney are?” She pointed out the
window to some flames behind her barracks and $altht's where they are.” At the
camp nobody talked to each other, so she couldktaayone what the flame meant.
Over time, she realized that terrible things weaipgdening over in Auschwitz. The only
thing she and her sister could worry about wasstiections. During the day, their job
was to break large stones into small stones. Tlaelylbtnch, and had to stand in line
again. In the third week, a Jewish prisoner touctiedfence and Livia witnessed that
person hanged. There were many more hangingshleubnly witnessed this one. Every
day, the men in striped uniforms brought the fdadia then understood what the man
had meant by, “Eat everything.” He meant that eiv¢he soup was not preferable, you
needed to eat it to survive. So she did.

It was now the fall of 1944. One morning, a Gernwwilian came to her
concentration camp to recruit 200 women to workhia factory back in Germany.
Instead of standing in rows of five like they wersed to, they were told to stand in rows
of ten. Her sister was put in another row. If theri@ans noticed you looked like your
sister, they separated you. Her sister was thg fanhily she had at this point. When
they began to count they cut off two rows. Livigister, who was in one of those rows,
was sent to a small room along with the otherdhat group. After seeing Livia’s sister
hauled away, the girl next to Livia, said, “You kmgour sister is gone.” But Livia’'s
sister was brave. She told the German officer Btnang she was and how good she
could work. Just then, a German officer enteretl $haall room with instructions to send
back five women because they had miscounted then2@@ssary and had only 195.
Livia’s sister was sent back to the original wonowp with Livia. This group of 200
women had never received tattoos, because it wadate in the war, and they were
originally planned to be killed. They now walkedck&ao the station and got into the
cattle cars. By this point, Livia’s sister is negahlysterical because she realized she had
survived. They knew what was going on. As they ¢gdlrey never saw any of their other
family again. They realized then, that they hadnbe#ed. Livia finds her and her sister
on the train headed for an ammunition factory oitgin Germany. There is food on the
train for them. For the first time, they see Gerrs&(German military) women and their
dogs.

It was now Christmas Eve, and they were being drkat bit better. They are
given good soup, and even given a piece of caratydidy. All was well until the German
officers came in and pointed to spit on the grounttey asked the women to confess if
they had done it. They had all been sleeping, songoconfessed. It was Christmas day.
The German officers belted each woman 25 timesthi&tpoint, the women were weak
and felt destroyed. The scars and bruises werbl@igdor many years after the beating.
They went back to camp and worked for a few day® dllies were getting closer, so
they were sent to a different camp by train. Ev@ne they went to another camp they
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had less food. Eventually, Livia was in a camphwio food, and only some water. It was
February or March of 1945. Looking over the fertbere were prisoners from Italy. “I
always hoped that | would be saved, and never tholugyould be killed.” said Livia, “I
don’t know how that works. It just does when yoe goung.” Suddenly, the American
army, traveling in tanks, arrived at the gate. Tlgey out and opened the gates. The
Americans came forward and said, “You are freevid.iwas finally liberated and was
then taken to a displaced persons camp. They emgéd a place called Bergen-Belsen.
It was used as a concentration camp, but it was alsleath camp. There were dead
people on the ground. One of the American officemsned Dwight Eisenhower (who
later would become the U.S. President) ordered@heman civilians to clean up the
camp and remove the bodies before Livia and theerotlewish survivors could
disembark. As soon as the camp was cleaned up Alezicans fed them breakfast,
lunch and dinner. “To this day, | make sure theadgays bread in the house.”

One of the organizations that operated this digglgersons camp was based out
of New York. This group helped displaced Jewistvisors immigrate to America. This
was possible because President Harry Truman pasdedse Resolution that stated if an
immigrant was under 18 years of age, an Americtimeti could sponsor them. While
this organization was helping Livia and her sisted a relative in New York, her sister
met someone, got married and moved to Israels ribiv 1946. Livia, however, wanted
the typical dream: to go to America. She remembbestk home when her parents would
talk about relatives in New York. They would sag gtreets were paved with gold. The
organization finally finds a relative in New Yoyt he is not well in health. By the time
they could send Livia to America, the man dies hadcousins in New York could not
sponsor her. Livia finally finds a Rabbi to sponser and goes to New York by ship
over the Atlantic Ocean. One morning, she wakesmgp sees the Statue of Liberty. It
was amazing for Livia. A train took them all th@yto Los Angeles. She was about
sixteen years old. “Coming to America was a dreametrue.”

When she arrives in America, she changes her naiidyt. She attends Belmont
High School to learn English. It's at Belmont Higiat she meets another Holocaust
survivor named Ella. They become very good friendShe also gets a job at May
Company. During this time, Lilly lives with a consand sleeps on the couch. She likes
it there. However, a new opportunity is given ibbyLby her friend Ella. Ella asks Lilly
to go with her to live in Long Beach with a couptao is willing to take both of them at
Ella’s request. They both move to Long Beach. &tends and graduates from Wilson
High. Lilly introduces Ella to a friend who shel&ain love with. Ella also introduces
Lilly to her boyfriend’s co-worker, Gabriel BlacKk.illy and Gabe decided to marry when
Ella and her boyfriend decided to marry. The coupét took care of Lilly and Ella help
pay for both the weddings that they host in theickyard. They were the most giving
people Lilly ever met.

Lilly and Ella are still very good friends and cadey themselves sisters. Lilly

says, “lI don’t know what you think. But, there istrone person who doesn’t suffer. It
doesn’t matter if you're black, or brown or- you lahve to have the same thing... In life,
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for me, | don't see any difference. We are all s$aene... And my heart still hurts. But
life is wonderful, and everyone deserves to Live.”
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By Ashleigh Allard

Remembering the Past Changes the Future

What's the first thought you think when you wakeinphe morning? Is it “What
will  wear? Do | really have to go to school tg@aWhy does so and so have to be my
lab partner?” Do you worry about bad hair, badcathreor a bad sense of style? Do you
care more about what people think about your ckbthan your character? Today’s teens
are so caught up in the unnecessary demands olvinld that they forget to stop and
smile at the simple things in life. Most of us daealize how good we have it. Sixty
years ago life was completely different. Timesédakanged immensely and so have our
priorities. But every now and then, each one ofsheuld take the time to stop and
consider what we have and then compare it to timergéions behind us. People who
lived before us lived without internet, televisioemail, malls, cell phones, cars,
electricity, etc. There have even been such timiesn people had no homes, food, or
family. Thinking of those times should make ud @ much more grateful for what we
do have. Hearing Judith Kenedi’'s story might help.

Judy is an 80 year old resident of Lake WildwoodPenn Valley, California. She
is an active member of her Jewish synagogue aravian‘gym goer.” When you meet
Judy the first thing you notice is her thick acceltost would mistake it for a New York,
accent but it is actually her native accent froon heme country of Hungary. Judy
emigrated from Hungary to the United States in #peing of 1946, bringing her
incredible story of perseverance, faith in God, énéqr the future, and the fight for her
life with her.

When Judy was 15, going on 16, her life was fareleanged. The year was
1944, and Germany began its attack and processakofigt complete control over
Hungary. World War Il was already half over, butitgary was the last country to
experience the Nazi invasion. Judy was in herthigiear of schooling, but after the
Germans took over, everything changed. The Jewt$tools were closed; she was
forced to wear a yellow star at all times; andwhs given a curfew, along with everyone
else in the Jewish community of Miskolc, her homen.

Being part of a family of modest means, she waablé to have as elaborate an
adolescence as other teenagers at the time. Barttak Nazis took over, her whole
teenage life was taken from her. “I feel like Isn@bbed of my youth,” Judy commented
as she told her story.

Judy said she was very grateful for her closely tamily though. Most of her
family lived in Miskolc also, and they were all paf the Jewish community. Judy lived
with her mother, Rose, and her brother, Leslie, wias two years older than her. Her
father was a traveling salesman who was in San Dgonpimodern day Haiti, for the
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duration of the War. Judy’s first encounter witle tharshness of the situation she was in
was when her seventeen and a half year old bretasithrown into jail for being on the
streets without the Star of David visibly on higgmn. In order to visit her brother and
bring him food, she had to dress up as a peasdrdargl act like she had no relation to
him. The imprisonment of her brother left Judy dredt mother on their own, but they
still had the rest of their extended family for pog.

In May of 1944, Judy was hit with another tasteha evils of WWII when she,
her family, and the rest of the Jewish communitij‘egkolc were forced to move into the
ghetto. Judy and her mother were oppressively deowinto a friend’s two room
apartment where they shared an outhouse with derotenants and lived without
electricity. They lived in the ghetto with six ethpeople for about a month full of
uncertainty. No one knew what was going on outsidthe prison they had to live in,
and gossip began to spread fear amongst all.

After a month of living in the ghetto, all the Jewere summoned over a
loudspeaker to bring only what they could carry &nd up in rows of five outside the
gate. They were marched through the streets amdofothe town in a parade of
humiliation. Judy’s mother told her to stand sg@nd take pride in who she was. The
parade ended at an old brick factory where every@aukto live for a good two weeks.
The men were sent outside to work, and Judy wdse@ito be a “suitcase inspector” of
any new arrivals. Her job was to sort through pespuggage and decide what they
could keep and what the Nazis believed was unnagessgudy said she really struggled
at this time because she didn’t want to take fr@anféllow Jews, but she also wanted to
stay alive.

Out of the blue about two weeks into living at taetory, everyone was loaded
onto cattle cars and sent on a two day journeytar&known destination. There was no
water or restroom available to anyone, and Judy fulisof even more fear as she
watched some people go crazy right before her eyhs.train dropped her and everyone
else off at the gates of Auschwitz, a Jewish exiteatron camp. Judy clung to her
mother’s side as they walked through the entraf¢elb She was torn from her mother
as the Nazi's separated the young from the old,tartkis day, Judy can never forget the
look on her mother’s face. It was a look that tdidly she would never see her mother
again but not to give up hope. Judy never didneeemother again and was left alone as
a sixteen year old girl to survive the horrors ahefher.

Immediately after she arrived at Auschwitz, Judg all the other Jews were put
through a “sanitation” process. They were takdn huge shower chambers, forced to
undress and leave all their clothing behind. Tiveye stripped and shaven of all body
hair and given new and foreign clothing to wear tfog rest of their stay at Auschwitz.
Judy was full of humiliation during the whole prgsebecause of the age she was at.
Losing her hair made her feel like she was losiagitientity, so in attempt to regain it,
she tore a piece of white cloth from her skirt take& a bandana. She was sent to a
barrack to live with 300 other people. There wathimg but dirt on the ground and
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everyone was lucky if they got food during the dayhe people around her slowly
wasted into nothingness as they cried and slephiberable days away.

Every morning, the barracks were counted to make 8o one had moved or
tried to escape. During one of these countingsbhegack turned out to be two over, so
she and another girl were randomly chosen to moved neighboring barrack. Judy had
come to know some of the people in her home basadakuring an air raid that night, she
decided to return. The next morning during coumtia Nazi soldier realized she was in
the wrong barrack and dragged her outside ontgridneel. Her white bandana had given
her away. Judy was convinced she was going tdbg But the soldier made her kneel
with two rocks in her hands for a half an hour whil German Shepherd circled her.
Whether this was to try and scare Judy to deaflastrmake her give in, she will never
know. The whole time she just kept telling hergelhot give in; she could get through
this.

An oddity Judy noticed about Auschwitz was that tiroup she arrived with
never received number tattoos. They had no identitatsoever. If one were to try to
find someone during a counting or gathering, theybhd call out their last name and the
town they were originally from. Gravediggers watkautside the gates of Auschwitz to
bury the bodies of exterminated Jews. One dayewgebple gathered at the gate to try to
receive news about the rest of the world, Judydcear brother’s name called out. She
recognized him and was filled with a sense of hépewing he was still alive. He told
her not to do anything, to just obey the Nazis keep fighting for her life. She never
saw him again.

As the chances of victory for Germany began tovgsbmmer, the Nazis changed
their whole game plan and decided that killing asnynJews as possible was more
important to them than winning. Judy was movedvétlarge group of Jews to the
Bergen Belsen concentration camp. There were sonad improvements to this camp:
tents with straw on the ground and food. Judy'ssoo Mary had survived through
Auschwitz and was with her at Bergen Belsen whieey befriended another girl. The
three of them stuck together as they were move@ again to a Wehrmacht soldier’s
compound. They were given work to do, which wasige improvement as it filled them
with a sense of accomplishment. By this time iswad April of 1945. Judy had been a
prisoner of the Nazi’'s for almost a year. She alale to receive news of the War from a
soldier in the compound who she had somewhat bbele@. She daydreamed during the
day and made up elaborate stories of a bettenrif@etermination to get through this
tragedy.

One night, she and the rest of the Jews at thgpgond were forced to march to a
train station. Once onboard, they were taken naongn south, then east, and west as the
Nazis attempted to keep them from the rescue oRtiesians. The Germans finally gave
in and dumped the Jews at Theresianstadt. Judghedtin awe as the SS German
soldiers walked away from them that day. “I haeeidea how | survived through it,”
she commented as she began to wrap up her story.
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Judy and her cousin Mary stayed in Theresianstacht couple of weeks until a
train came to take them both back to Hungary. Héeitof them were sure which
members of their family were still alive. When yharrived in Hungary, they found
another cousin and stayed with her. Judy retutaédiskolc in search of any remaining
belongings she could find, but all there was lefrevfour photographs of family
members. She found them in the apartment she emchdther had lived in while in the
ghetto. Her original house had been completelyrogsd during the war. Judy’s father
received news that she had survived the Holocaustsant for her immediately. She
arrived in New York in the spring of 1946 at theeadf eighteen. Judy married a boy she
had known from Hungary before the War had startedsame year she moved to the
United States. They were married for fifty fiveays, during which they moved from
New York to Grass Valley, California and had twaldten.

To this day Judy still wonders how she survived Holocaust. She survived
while six million Jews were exterminated, executadd brutally murdered. “It's
amazing how much your inner strength holds youd @as my pillar. | had nothing left
but Him and my inner strength.” Judy was as yoasd am when she was first pulled
into this nightmare. She survived with no famihardly any food and water, and
certainly no luxuries because she held onto hel aod put all her faith in God. She
speaks out about the horrors of what happened glihi@ Holocaust, saying it's very
possible it can happen again. “Genocide is theresdlt of hatred, prejudice, ignorance,
and indifference. When scapegoating and sterengygo unchallenged, sooner or later
we all become enslaved. 1 feel those of us whweiged have an obligation to warn you
that it can happen again, anywhere, to any peoplieel we must speak out, we must
remember from generation to generation because lemember, then maybe it will help
shield us from repeating such an unthinkable eVent.

What Hitler did to the Jews, the old and sick, te&arded, and the gypsies just
disgusts Judy, especially since she was a victim olt wasn’t just an extermination of
these people; it was the dehumanization of them tBefore Hitler could kill us, he had
to dehumanize us. We weren’t human in his eyase’ considered his mass murdering
humane, especially the mass gassing because carbooxide seemed to be painless.
This world will forever be scarred by the horrofglee Holocaust, but we should all learn
from it and consider Judy’s story, along with theries of other survivors, next time we
begin to complain about the insignificant troublesur lives.
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By Wray Morgan Herbert-King

How Much to Remember

World War II: A period of history in which some dlie most brutal acts of
inhumanity occurred. A period marked by horror thah never be fully grasped. A
period with many, many stories left untold--storibat, once unveiled, may help ensure
such wholesale acts of genocide never occur agaan.it is only through the stories of
particular individuals and families that our mindasn grasp the enormity of war and
holocaust.

One story we tell today is that of the Elbaum fgmiRlthough the Holocaust cast
a shadow on Bernard (Bernie) Elbaum as he grevn tipel United States in the 1950s, it
wasn’t until he was a father himself that his p&éseMorris and Celia Elbaum, began to
reveal the details of their war-time experience.

In 1992 three generations of Elbaums set out te Fastory. That summer Bernie
Elbaum traveled with his parents, wife, sister amd nieces to Poland, the birth place of
his mother and father, to visit the graves of andfather and uncle he had never known,
and the extermination camps which took the livestbérs of his family.

“We traveled back to Poland,” Bernie says, “becaose parents wanted their
children and grandchildren to ‘see and feel in loe@rts and souls’ what they had lived
through during the Holocaust.”

Bernie was aware even as a child of the basicryisitne Germans marched into
Poland in 1939, and within a year, stripped Jewtheir possessions and confined them
to ghettos. Subsequently, German forces extersdnstme 95 percent of Poland's Jews.

But it was only upon the Elbaum's trip back to Rdldhat Bernie learned the
details of his own family history. The Jewish dhein Celia Elbaum's home town of
Lask was liquidated in 1942. Some of the Jews agkLwere sent immediately to the
nearby death camp of Chelmno, where they were ahatkilled, and where pieces of
their bones can still be found in the soil.

Until her family accompanied her to visit Lask a@belmno in 1992, Celia had
never told them the story of the liquidation of thask ghetto. Only then did Celia
recount how the rounding up of the Jews came withotice, and how no one at the time
understood the magnitude of what was happening.

“They just came in without notice,"” Celia said, atdrted herding people out into

the streets. “If there was a sick person in thedoetthere were people who didn’t manage
to get dressed fast enough they were shot in theehd
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Celia went on to elaborate how these acts of grirelppened right in front of her,
“Even as we were ready to march, people who camefdhe house late were shot there
on the spot, just for being late.”

After being rounded up, the Jews of Lask were cmfiin a Polish Catholic
church for three days and three nights. “After ¢hngghts the Germans made a selection
where the young and healthy were sent to a neatpycclive in the Jewish ghettos and
the rest were sent to death camps.” Celia, whoimgsisoned in that church, never saw
her father again after that fateful day when then@a regime made its final selection.

Those selected in the Church to survive, includdaia and her brother and two
sisters, were crammed into tiny and inhumane ceaé#tits. The train ride to Lodz, Poland
(the nearest city to Lask), should have taken noentttan 45 minutes. But the ride by
cattle-car ended up taking three to four days wibhaccommodations. Celia like the
others, held everything in until the cramps werdeaarable and there was no other
option.

Only when the Elbaum family traveled back to Ausithwo better understand
their family’s history, did Celia speak of the fiday she and her siblings arrived at the
concentration camps.

“The first day we arrived at Auschwitz we lost @ister, Dora. We went through
selection and they took her into the gas chamb¥e. arrived at Auschwitz at night, and
they took my sister away, she was only 22 years old

Celia went on to say, “I remember | asked what leapd to my sister, where did
she go? And the officer replied, ‘you want to knasuere she is going?’” And as she
pointed up to the chimney she said, ‘that is wiséieeis going.’ ”

Bernie's father, Morris, also spoke in detail abdustwar-time experiences for the
first time during the family trip back to Polan@®nly then did Morris tell his family of
the trip he took by cattle car, and of how he wiasneed to leave Auschwitz because he
volunteered to do slave labor in a German factory.

In 1945 after being liberated from the last of fleeies of labor and concentration
camps, Morris Elbaum and Celia Rothstein returneshénto Poland to reconnect with
their lost friends and family--they found only avstill living. It was during this time in
Poland that they found each other, and after origmamonths, married. However, with
looming anti-Semitism in Poland, they moved to setdement camp in Germany for two
years where they waited on their passage to thieet States.

Even the passage over the Polish border was nqgtlesimMorris and Celia
Elbaum crossed the border from Communist Polan@domany while being shot at by
Polish border guards. After two years in the réseent camp it was through great luck
and family ties that they were able to immigratéh® United States.
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Celia Rothstein Elbaum battled with depression raurBernie’s childhood, a
product of the deep pain of her loss and of atiamal guilt she bore for having survived
when others did not.

For Bernie, growing up hearing his parents talk uabithe war made it seem
“unreal, not possible,” and led him to believe ashdd that “this world is tinged with
horror.”

Bernie grew up without ever knowing any of his ghaarents or most of those
who would have been his aunts, uncles or coudhs. he feels joy that his own son has
had the opportunity to grow up having a close Igvielationship with his grandparents.

The Elbaum family trip back to Poland is recordedi55 minute film produced
and directed by Bernie's wife, Nina Koocher, titltow Much to RememhbeiThe film’s
title conveys the dilemma faced by survivors areirtichildren and grandchildren--and
by all of us--in deciding how much of the horrortbé holocaust to hold fast in memory.

As Bernie Elbaum recalls, “I didn't really want tmagine my father in these
cattle-cars, | didn’t want to hear it.” For theart, Bernie's parents, Morris and Celia,
wanted to spare their children the burden of kngwihre details of their history, and so
they kept the details from them until they wereledu

But much as Bernie did not want to hear those fiorstories, and Morris and
Celia wanted to refrain from recounting them, tladlyknew of their importance. As
Bernie states in the film, “I do think history i®ny essential for people to understand
who they are. | cannot begin to understand wha dthout reflecting on my history...”

And in this history are buried stories of Jewishvawal and endurance in the face
of unfathomable obstacles. Bernie’s niece SallysdRo Morris, and Celia’s
granddaughter, put their grandparents’ experiemutes perspective when one of them
said, “When | saw the pain of my grandparents, ntloa@ | ever had seen before, it just
seemed more real. We learn about the Holocausstary class and we think about it as
so long ago. But as | stood there | realized gmia’
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Aore Fovin

As told by Anne F.N. Levin, Transcribed by Ali laic

The Memories of the Dead

My parents and | were on a train emigrating toUmited States from Austria at
the exact moment Hitler’'s troops were invading @ostovakia. A miracle protected me
from the fate of my grandparents, two aunts, ardsllion other Jews... 25 times the
population of the entire population of Monterey @tu.. a compelling obligation to
remember.

Elie Wiesel, Nobel Prize winner and a Holocaustiswar, spoke in Santa Cruz
during the spring of 1996. He said that we, theagly are responsible for the memories of
the dead, and we are equally responsible for wieatlovwith those memories... another
compelling obligation.

My goal is not to dwell on the all too familiar atities, but to add to your sad
images of anonymous piles of shoes, combs, anétskal, the faces and personalities of
one particular family- my family- typical and unrarkable except for the simple fact
that they kept so many memorabilia.

| was almost three years old on one of Hitler's ynarfamous days, March 13,
1939. My parents and | were on the train from Vieeto Trieste on board an Italian ship
for passage to New York when news of the Germaasion of Czechoslovakia reached
us. From that day forward almost no Jews were @dieave Austria.

U.S immigration quotas required affidavits from Amoan sponsors, willing to
guarantee our future conduct, employment, and &iisdrsecurity before granting visas.
Understandably, such guarantees were not easytdmaiy we could have left earlier.

My father, a decorated Austrian officer in World Ma spent three years in a
Siberian Prison of War Camp, escaped to completd_dénv Degree at the University of
Vienna, and eventually became director of the Ritid Bank. After the Anschluss,
Germany’s annexation of Austria in 1938, we wemngerarily safe because of my
father’s military record and his position in thenka

With each terrible incident of anti-Semitism alongh expelling Jewish children
from schools, parks, hospitals, Boy Scouts, playgds, streets, theatres, and shops, it
became critical to get my thirteen-year-old brothlohn, to safety so that at least he
could be spared form the impending terrors. Hmnadl truly humanitarian couple in
Detroit agreed to sponsor him. My parents anxipasd courageously packed him off to
the United States.
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Try to imagine the agony of sending your only soratforeign country with the
heartbreaking fear that most probably you wouldeneee him again.

The time after my brother left must have seemecttamity, the bitterest cold
winter in years; my parents burning their furnitln@cause Jews were not allowed fuel.
Our home was searched, most valuables confiscatedtbmaged, while friends and
relatives were rounded up and sent to camps. itggpépers, bearing swastikas and
using the prefix “Israel” for Jewish men, or “Sardbr Jewish women, were issued to
my parents and to me and had to be carried atradkt

After Herman and Julia Mathias in Detroit agreedsfmnsor us to join my
brother, the U.S. Consulate granted us visas amdN#zis issued our priceless passports
to freedom.

And so we emigrated... or | would not be here todegling so lucky and quoting
one of my parents’ favorite sayings in German: ‘&lwnd glas, wie leicht bricht das!”
which translates to “Luck and glass; how easilythleatter.”

The journey to the States was not without its owaeatures. During our two
days in Trieste waiting to embark the S.S. Vulcamiarks of art destined for the New
York World’s Fair were being off-loaded because weemed imminent. | developed a
102-degree temperature so my parents had to bnbehip’s officers to let me board.
During a brief stop in Algiers, | disappeared beswesome zoo animals which were
awaiting their own emigration processing. This sslmy already frightened father
more anxiety and he never told my mother aboutrttieent. Both parents were terrified
that we would be turned back until we safely pasbealigh the Gibraltar Straits.

What remained of our furniture, including a grandéa clock in which was
smuggled some jewelry, had been shipped separatelyollided with an iceberg in the
North Atlantic, destroying much but not sinking qaletely- add the proverbial insult to
injury!

My mother and father never complained about leasmghuch behind. My father
became an accountant and my mother used her phtiwoching skills to earn extra
money while learning English through radio soaprapen her darkroom. [, of course,
learned many of life’s difficult lessons from StelDallas, Young Widder Brown, Ma
Perkins, and When a Girl Marries. My father hadkgm perfect English already in
Vienna, but my mother attended night school to Emppnt her soap opera lessons and to
learn American history.

My parents retired to Santa Cruz in 1964 and ofteked on the beautiful
campus because it reminded them of the Vienna Wamlg seemed fitting to me that
our family’s memorabilia be housed at UCSC to supfhe Endowed Chair in Holocaust
Studies. There are more than eighty items in teafé&ld Family Archive of McHenry
Library, including photo albums, music, rare books, extensive Third Reich stamp
collection, medals, war mementos, stitchery, laczsneras, the personal items my
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brother brought to the United States in 1938, thi#limg Nazi documents, my mother’s
well-worn prayer book, and two of our emigrationtsases. The exhibit will be on
display again in the future.
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By Aileen Evans

Forced To Adjust

Cold, dark, and deserted. The forest was unpléasathing like her hometown.
As Irma and her mother escaped into the forestafteenoon, a Polish man fortunately
spotted them and took them back to his place. Kind man offered them a hideout to
keep clear of eager Germans who were hungry forJamy they could find. While the
two might have been deemed safe because they wexeclosed house, the conditions
were nothing like fourteen-year-old Irma was accostd to. The days in the attic were
hot and she had nothing to eat. This was only &ggnming of her long journey.

Irma Ferber was born on January 26, 1925 to hieefdavid Ferber, a successful
lawyer, and her mother Josephina Ferber, a houseimha had two older brothers and
her family was in very good shape prior to the cedk of World War Il. During the
years of the war’s escalation, Polish newspapeenabout Hitler, but Irma and her
family never imagined that he would destroy milsoof people. Irma’s family felt
relatively secure. Because her father had his @mnbusiness and many clients, Irma
rarely had to suffer any hardships. She was spaietthe youngest girl in her family.

In September of 1939, the tragedy hit. As the @G&snoccupied the streets of
Irma’s small town just seven kilometers from BohnRoland, her life suddenly
transformed into something beyond her imaginathmHitler took control, Irma's father,
David, could no longer practice law because he Jeagish. Shortly after, David passed
from a sudden heart attack in 1940. This devastagedamily as they began a new stage
of their life.

While most Jews were taken away to concentrateonps, Irma received forged
papers from one of her father’s former Polish ¢dbeShe was one of the few lucky ones
to escape under Polish Catholic identificationt Hadn’'t been for her connection to her
father's business, Irma would not have been abie linder Polish Catholic identity.
Being Catholic provided a better situation thanngedewish during this time as Irma
claims that “the Jews were sent to liquidation ceypgnd the Poles were sent to labor
camps.” These false papers identified her as “Btania Jalowksa” and Irma came to
embrace this new Polish identity. Throughout tret of her journey during the war, she
had to remember her new name, her false parentsésiaand her age (which was five
years older than her actual age). She could nat bpe mouth to anyone about her false
identity, for she faced the possibility of beingigat and then deported to a concentration
camp. This was very challenging for Irma as a yogit but she knew that her life
depended on her ability to guard this secret.

It was after receiving these false papers thaaltraveled to the forest and stayed
there for two weeks. She and her mother eventaltyded to leave because they were
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scared that someone would discover they were imdnidrhe peasant’s wife’s brother
was mentally unstable, and Irma’s mother, Josephwaa scared that he’d blurt out their
well-kept secret. The two left the peasant’s harse went to Krakow, the last place they
would ever see each other. At this point, the Gesiead closed the streets in the ring in
the middle of the city and had taken all the Pofisbple to work in German labor camps.
The separation from her mother signaled the beggof Irma’s journey in and out of
different German factories until the Germans werteated in 1945.

Irma was then sent to AEG Fabric in Berlin, Gergnas a Polish worker. She
spent three months at the Freidrich Strasse 4 tndughere she did metal work for the
Germans. This work, which consisted of making pdos German airplanes, was
strenuous for a seventeen-year-old girl. Irma spentdays operating big machines in the
same summer dress she wore when she was origgaaityto Berlin. She had to wash her
dress at night, and put it back on the next dagr@ing hot aluminum burned her skin
multiple times, but she had no other choice bdbilow German orders.

After three long months in Berlin, Irma decidedltegally escape to Kéln Rhein,
Germany with the help of a Polish worker who wasity from Lodz for vacation. Her
escape was risky, but as she says, “You can ddiagytvhen your life is in danger.”
Irma took this risk because one of her brothers avpgsoner of war in Koéln Rhein and
she was trying to reunite with him. Upon her ariiama’s brother tried to get her a job
with a doctor he knew. However, Irma was not ableneet his demanding standards as
she was ultimately fired when she fainted in frohhim.

Irma then moved on and worked in a different labamp in the same city of
KdIn Rhein in 1943. This factory, named “I.G. Fardadustrie”, produced silk products
that were used in parachute construction. A nurebé&olish, Russian, and French girls
filled the factory and completed difficult taskseey day. The hardest part about this job
was that many of the women had children and exgetdéake them home to care for
them. However, being under German occupation, tgesewere forced to give up their
children to the Germans so the Germans could thesa the “right” way. The Germans
thought that each and every child needed to berf@eized,” so they kept each child in
a daycare, of which Irma and one of her friendseweercharge. Irma and her friend were
responsible for forty children, all ranging fromvea days to one and a half years old.
This caretaking job was very taxing because shettvadok for, feed, change, and burp
many children. Occasionally she had to give uptinez to eat her own daily meal.

After a number of months, Irma and her brotheraped to Vienna, Austria
because her brother was asked to go to Gestagpéstioning by the Germans. There,
Irma worked was a house helper and in another niatabry. This Austrian metal
factory produced German ammunition for the war.sTwas the last place Irma worked
before the war was over.

In 1945, Irma went back to Poland in search ahffamily members. It took her

six long weeks of traveling by train before shectesl the Polish border due to the large
amount of destruction after the war. Initially, mvas not able to locate any of her
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family members until she remembered that she hadhale living in Krakow before the
war broke out. She was able to locate him and eng@dd/ing with him and his wife for
the next four years while working in various ofsc@ Krakow.

The next stage of Irma’s life happened quicklyt lasted for over fifty-six years.
In 1949, Irma met Bernard Broclawski in her hometowf Krakow. The two started
dating and, within two months, they were marriedey had a daughter named Joanna in
1950.

In 1969, Irma and her family decided to leave Rdlaecause “they took Jews
from high positions and took away our [Polish] oatlity.” Irma, her husband, and her
daughter lived in Chicago, lllinois for twenty ysabefore moving to San Francisco,
California. Irma and her husband had been marpedifty-six and a half years, until her
husband passed away in January of 2007.

Irma has never traveled back to Poland because/a@ot allowed to during the
communist regime. Today, while the regime has chdngrma feels she is too old to
travel back. After taking many risks and embracingalse identity, Irma survived an
incredible journey.
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Mine T

By Clare Golding

Mini Fox is a woman who has struggled, loved, hogded for a better life. Mini
began her journey as Mini Birman in Lodz, PolandDmtember 2 1923, During her
early years she went to school and enjoyed thelisitngs of life, such as her family and
the education she received. Soon, all of thesegshwere taken away from her due to
Hitler's occupation of Poland, which began in 193%is was the beginning of her
struggles, which defined her life in numerous wayswever, the only reason why Mini
had to even experience this was the mere facstietvas Jewish.

16 years old and wanting to live life like everyer teenage girl, she was moved
to the Lodz ghetto where she could not attend dcimb lived in a home with two tables
and two beds. This new life was meager in comparisathe one she lived previously.
She was isolated and forced to give up her bel¥s, the Birman family continued to
celebrate the one true thing they had left, theligion. The Birmans would sit by
candlelight and celebrate the high Holy Days asoéltheir stomachs growled with
hunger and thoughts of food shifted in and ouhefrtminds. Her father, Manala Birman,
was constantly tired from his demanding job atcdiy that made patches for the Nazis.
His hands were ensconced in blisters from the mashihat punctured his tough skin,
but he continued to work every day handling thelpes which identified the evil-doers
themselves. There, he worked for countless hous died due to the stress and
starvation in 1941.

Following the tragic death of her father, her neotther sister Guta, and her were
relocated to Auschwitz, which was located in Gerroecupied southern Poland. It took
its name from the nearby town ofWi¢cim (Auschwitzin German), situated about 50
kilometers west of Krakow and 286 kilometers fronardaw. Approaching Auschwitz,
the three remaining Birmans promised to stick togetAfter this stern and serious vow,
they got off the train where a hardhearted Nazruased people to “go left and go right”.
As her mother screamed, “Leave me with the childrehe officer instructed her to go
right and the two girls to go left.

The Nazis took away her mother, her father, andhagr, leaving her and her
sister to countless hours working in the fieldslidwaing the beginning of her stay, she
was again separated from a member of her family,bleédoved sister. However, one
morning it all changed. She heard a scream fromebouly who asked, “Are there any
Birmans left?” The screaming voice was coming fimen cousin. Her cousin, with a grin
stretching from ear to ear, ran to Mini with a ilMahand a piece of bread - two objects
that were foreign to any resident at Auschwitz. §bed news of the cousins discovering
each other was tempered with the bad news that’sMmbther had died in the gas
chamber on “her journey to the right hand sidei% lironic how directions can shape an
individual’s life, and unfortunately, Mini’'s mothe&vas on the losing end. If only the Nazi
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soldier had had the heart to let the Birmans stggther, but hearts and Nazis were in
direct contrast to each other.

After the winter of her stay at Auschwitz, theyresenoved to Bergen Belson. In
order to get there, they had to march for one daayame night. Mini was afraid, tired and
wanted everything to go back to the way it usedeoNobody focused on past because
each and every person on that march was in perthed up six in a row, Mini
experienced the puncture of the whip on her malsbad and bruised skin. They finally
made it to Bergen Belson, and there began the dgmam of her journey of hope.

Every night Mini prayed to find her brothers agaid for the health and safety of
her sister and herself. As corpses began to stpcand the days became colder and
colder, Mini became very ill. She had contracte@ ttyphoid virus due to her
malnourishment and lack of sleep, which causednmaéch agony - a feeling she had
never experienced before. She and her sister weddferent parts of the camp and her
selfless sister came every day to check on theaisstat Mini's deteriorating health.
Suddenly Guta stopped coming, causing Mini to asstimat her sister had been killed,
just like her mother.

A smile was brought to all but Mini when the Enflitberated Bergen Belsen in
1945. Everyone seized the moment and ran for Wieat all desired, freedom. Mini was
frail, sick with typhoid, and deaf in one ear. Sd& alone waiting for someone to help
her. Finally, a woman came, insisting that Minirster was asking for her. Mini did not
have any clothes and the only way to get clothes tovaip them off a corpse. Mini was
wearing the clothes of one the people who had anetishe ruminated on the thought that
it could have been herself among the dead. Mirs tagen to an English hospital where
her sister sat ill. Nobody thought this would elkappen but there they were in the spring
of 1945, together at last.

Mini no longer had to struggle, and continued teelder sister with all of her
heart. She continued to hope. She hoped thatttoisity would never happen again. She
began to dream that she were to come to a placeevghe could pursue what she wished.
And, finally all of her dreams came true. She foitnd the United States of America, a
place where she and her family could have “libentg justice for all,” something she
says she never received or found in Poland.
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By Diana Truong

Hoping for Dreams

Resting on a comfortable chair in her living roodiriam Wilner, with a huge
smile on her face, began the story of her life, bied with joy, love, faith, and most
importantly - HOPE.

On May 9" 1917, Miriam Bleich became the newest member afewish
Orthodox family in Lvov, Poland. Little did she kmdhat her life would become one of
immense fortune. In a family of five daughters angbn, her mom, Frieda, ran a grocery
store to support the family, while her dad, Isasttidied the Torah. Her mother, a
modernized woman, was easygoing and quite leni@mtthe contrary, her father, with a
long beard and blue eyes, lived for God and to dodgdeeds. “You could see his
goodness in his face,” she says. To this day, ahestll picture her father, putting on an
apron every Friday, heading down to the local bakertake the leftovers to pass out to
every Jewish family in the neighborhood. Each af giblings had their own profession.
One of her sisters was a dressmaker. Her exceftidnaght brother pursued medicine.
He was even sponsored to study medicine at a wgiiyén Siena, Italy.

When she was a child, her family resided in a mixedhborhood, | including a
few Jewish families. At her public school, only aba sixth of the students were Jewish.
Therefore, as a child, she did not receive religistudies through school. However, her
family environment remained extremely religious.eCta her father’'s devout beliefs, she
had to abide by Orthodox laws. Later on, her faméipcated to another part of town,
one inhabited by a significant majority of Jewisimilies.

Growing up in a society where anti-Semitism flohad, Miriam never
guestioned her faith. Her family instituted thead#: “You never question God.” As she
matured, she always asked herself and nobody ‘&\d®y?” She never understood why
only her religion was targeted. There were coustiasidents where she was in difficult
positions. Whenever disparaged or ridiculed for fagh, she simply brushed it off. She
never retaliated, but rather, simply took everyghim due to fear of the consequences of
her actions.

Her family dreamed of relocating to Israel someddyere, they would be able to
practice their religion freely. They pictured Idras a land of free worship. However,
history forbade this dream from fulfillment. Notlgrwere they prevented from traveling
to Israel, but weren’t even free to leave theirrdoyl

At the start of the war, the government assumedrabaover every business in

town. Since her mother’s grocery store was suaiall$usiness, it remained opened for
a small period of time. After the government toaleiotheir store, the family fled to her
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mother's hometown of Bobkra. Her family’s lives weextinguished after they were
transported to labor camps.

Luckily, she was not sent to the labor camps, & assumed the identity of her
Catholic friend who was leaving Poland to marryBngland. With her new Catholic
identity, she took a job as a governess for a fanl the morning, she would take the
children to the park; in the afternoon, she woudsist them with their homework.

One December day, in a light spring coat, she watkimg in the streets,
shopping for presents. Suddenly, she was stopped lpoliceman. The skeptical
policeman noticed that her eyes made her seemcsuspi He took her to the local police
station, and started to interrogate her about élggion. When asked to recite a prayer,
she delivered it fluently. However, the police rémea dubious, so he asked her another
guestion, “How many times does the bell ring fonfession?” Thanks to her previous
intense studying of Catholicism, she knew that Wés a trick question, so she replied,
“The bell doesn’t ring at all.” With this particulaorrect answer, she was free to go.
Unfortunately, as she was returning to her empkiyleome, she sensed that someone
was following her. She boarded a trolley and regdrio the house. With this sense of
insecurity, she resigned from her job and returieedvov. In Lvov, she took a job as a
dressmaker. Someone informed her about a longtamayf friend who was in hiding.
Her visit to see this man would alter her life foze..

When she was a little girl, her sister was seeimgaa named Abraham Wilner.
One night, when returning from a date, a strangehib head with a cane. This scarred
him, and convinced him to move to Palestine. Whénaham asked her sister to move
with him, her conservative parents did not perrhis.t And so, since he was moving
alone, Abraham decided to set off to Israel insté@d 939, he returned to Lvov to attend
his sister’s wedding, but was not allowed to leagain. So his family went into hiding
underground. When Mitzi decided to return homehia May of 1944, she went to visit
Abraham. During their encounter, Abraham warned Hes too dangerous for you to be
outside, stay here, I'll pay for you.” After thddration in June, the two were married in
November.

Since her aunt lived in the United States, shehmmnchusband decided to relocate,
but first they needed to move to the other sid€aland. From there, they traveled to
Prague’s American Council. Astonishingly, her cousi America was the bodyguard for
First Lady Eleanor Roosevelt, which eased the imatiign process.

Her husband, her daughter and her arrived in Newk Ywt long after. She
worked in interior decorating. In the U.S., she had more daughters. Her first daughter
became a lawyer; her second daughter owns a baseres her youngest daughter earned
a doctorate in public health from Harvard Universg&he learned English through school
and, after her husband died in 1975, she move@mol8ego, where she developed heart
problems. Since her son-in-law is a cardiologisg ence again moved to San Francisco,
where she now resides.
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“The United States is the only place in the warldere each person is given the
opportunity to be whomever they choose to be.” ari Wilner has lived an
extraordinary life. Though her family, along witbuntless Jews, was deprived of the
opportunity to pursue their dreams and aspiratMmiam continues to encourage and
motivate others to reach for the stars. In a lahér& anything is possible, don'’t follow
your dreams, chase them.
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By David Marias

A Survivor’s Tale

Peter Abraham was born during World War Il in Amnggen in 1942. Since he
was an infant during the war, his memories arecgcand the details have been filled in
by his family and by others. However, his memohase left an indelible imprint upon
him.

When Peter was born, Holland was already occupiethb Germans. Before
World War 1l broke out, during the Great Depressiovo of his uncles moved to South
Africa to find work. Peter’'s parents had planrad joining everyone else in South
Africa. When Peter's mother became pregnant, hierma had to delay their move.
Within four months of Peter’s birth, the Germangdre to round up the Jews for
deportation to concentration camps and Petersnpament into hiding in Amsterdam. It
was too risky to have Peter hide with them. Peiags taken away by members of the
Dutch underground to be hidden in a faraway Dutavipce hide so that he too could
have a chance of survival.

What Peter does recall of the time he was hiddes tia cold weather, and the
sound of war planes flying overhead. It took teonths for the Dutch underground to
find a place for him to stay. He arrived at histHamily in terrible condition. This was a
family of six that lived in a north eastern prowenof Holland. Being an infant, all he
really did was eat, sleep, and cry. All of his neei®s from the war came from this time
that he spent with this family in Holland.

Later in life, Peter was told that when he arrived,was covered in sores, and
barely alive. The family had to rush him to a spkst doctor in a faraway town to get
him treated. The father of the family was a menddghe Dutch underground, and was
one of the leaders responsible for finding famiteside Jewish children in. When Peter
arrived, he had no identifying papers and all thatfamily was told was his first name.

Meantime, the Nazis had discovered virtually althed Jews’ hiding places in the
cities and larger towns, and had rounded them ugdportation. Many years later, after
a lot of research, Peter discovered that his fanmd been taken to Sobibor
extermination camp in Poland, a sister death camghé infamous Treblinka. Peter
learned that he had lost his parents, both of f@edparents, an uncle, and two aunts. By
the time that the war was over, Peter’s host fammggl grown attached to him. When one
of his uncles from South Africa found him througHigplaced persons list, and wanted to
adopt him, a legal battle began between Petertk family and his rescuing family. The
court ruled in favor of Peter's uncle. With that,1947 his uncle took him to South
Africa, where he adopted him. South Africa restdc foreign war refugees from
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entering the country. Peter was not allowed tereahd become a citizen unless his
uncle adopted him.

The next major memory that Peter has is when heedrin South Africa. He
remembers the sunshine, the spacious homes tisavwhdarge gardens, and meeting his
new mother and sister. He also remembers the @wgebelonging to his family. Peter
remembers learning South African English very glyickin Holland, he only knew a
language called Friesian, which sounds like a méaf German and Danish. Peter easily
adjusted to his new life in South Africa.

When Peter was in South Africa, the white minodontrolled the country and
racism was entrenched by law. Peter later realizatiafter being victimized in Europe
by racism and hate directed towards him, as a wietson in his new country he had
become a beneficiary of bigotry and racism.

It would take many years for Peter to realize h@rdht must have been for his
new mother to accept him as her son. The adoptes wery unusual since she had not
even set eyes on him before his arrival. She éyrdwd one child, and was pregnant
with a second. A year after Peter’s arrival she biad more daughter, so within a year
and a half, the family went from having one chibddhiaving four. This was not easy for
the family, but they managed. Peter received acatbn in South Africa, and while in
college was active in a group that was advocatimgHe rights of black people in South
Africa, and to end segregation. In 1979, Peterlvdeave his home to move to the
United States of America.

Peter left South Africa for many reasons. Tensi@s high. The black people
wanted their rights, the rest of the world wanteel Afrikaans Nationalist government to
give them their rights, and there was pressure fairather nations in the form boycotts.
The boycotts eventually hurt the black people thestnbecause it resulted in higher
unemployment. In addition, the government wasngctiery harshly with protestors,
sometimes firing upon them. Also, like many othérs feared that a civil war or a race
war was imminent. So he left South Africa with Bister, her husband, and their two
children. They entered the United States and limeSan Diego. Several years later, he
was joined by his two parents and one of his tweosisters. One of these sisters moved
to Los Angeles where she still lives and works. (ddoptive) parents are no longer alive.

Later, Peter would come to realize that he had ntheeight decision to leave,
but that he had left for the wrong reasons. Theas never a civil or race war, and
everything was calming down. Nelson Mandela wasdrand open elections were held.
Blacks were given their rights. However, crime Is&grocketed, unemployment now
stands at 40% and the country now has one of thiéd\wdiighest rates of HIV/AIDS.
Peter says that, “Half of the things that we watr@out never happened, and half of the
things that happened we never could have forese@meén Peter moved to America, he
and his brother-in-law opened two clothing stomessan Diego. After five years, they
closed them. Next, Peter went into public accagntiHe had accounting experience in
South Africa, and wanted to be a Certified Publazduntant in America. He wrote and
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passed the CPA exam and moved to Los Angeles, wheravorked for several
accounting firms before. Peter has recently rétirem accounting and still resides in
Los Angeles.

Peter submitted the names of the Dutch family tlested him to the Yad Vashem
organization in Jerusalem, Israel. Their names vemered on the list of righteous
gentiles and they were given the honor of planérgee in the Garden of the Righteous
on the Yad Vashem campus. Peter Abraham is emjdyig retirement and spends time
with his family as often as he can.
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By Laura Lindeen

Lidia Budgor: An Indestructible Spirit

On September 1, 1939, fourteen-year-old Lidia Budgather announced to her,
“Daughter, the war broke out.” That night, bombeese already over their roof. She
lived in Lodz, Poland, the second largest industtity, with her parents and four
younger siblings. They were an extremely closén@tox Jewish family, living among
at least two-hundred thousand other Jews in tlye éittending an esteemed Jewish high
school, Lidia’s school work and social surroundihgsl overshadowed her awareness of
the war. But on that fateful Friday night, the vie@came her life.

As a young blonde girl, Lidia looked like so marther Polish women and thus
was able to cautiously venture onto the streetsodiz, even when Jews were no longer
safe there. At the young age of fourteen yearsstid began her unceasing duties as the
breadwinner and protector of her family, a dutyt laated for the majority of the war.
Beginning in December 1939, all Jews were depdddhbe slums of Lodz. In an attempt
to avoid this, Lidia’s mother quickly escaped tarfaszow, Poland, taking with her three
of Lidia’s younger siblings. Lidia rushed to thraih station to give her mother a loaf of
bread, which she had hollowed and packed with puscjewelry, risking her own safety
to ensure her family’s security. But news sooouated that the ghetto would be closed
to new entrants within the next few months. Lidigobungest brother trekked the fifty
kilometers (approximately thirty-one miles) from miaszow, battling frostbite, for the
sole purpose of keeping the family together. L&lrmother and sisters returned to Lodz,
and, along with two aunts, the family moved inte thetto.

Conditions were horrible, and the nine people liued single room with three
beds and an eighteen square-foot kitchen. Fordlifnee years, they lived on meager
rations: six ounces of salami were rationed foresgvmonths and single loaves of bread
were split between nine people. However, familireshe ghetto received letters from
deported loved ones that told of the great condfitiof the concentrations camps — letters
that Jews were forced to write before the Nazisdewgd them. These letters at first
brought hope, but when the truth became known, eewsd fear splashed everyone.
Everyone in the ghetto was forced to work. Whilany of the women made clothing
and goods for the German army, Lidia worked in nuoug office jobs. She assigned
apartments to the Jews entering the ghetto andoedfronts punched ration coupons,
entiting people to receive their measly food pmrs. These jobs, paired with her
striking blonde hair and beautiful face, allowedlihi to form vital connections with the
Jewish policemen. These affiliations protected femily, shielding them from
deportation. When random Jews in the ghetto welected to be sent to concentration
camps, the Jewish policemen purposely ignored lsicadtic, where her family would
hide. Another time, her family had already beemh gnuto a streetcar to be deported.
However, one of Lidia’s young policemen friends ggled the nine family members
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safely back into their home. Lidia’s connectiowsild only protect them for so long. In
1944, all remaining Jews were to be deported. pidtiee hid Lidia’s family, as well as a
thousand others, in a prison where, shockingly,ftloel and the conditions were better
than those in the ghetto. Lidia recalls eatingseggcommodity she had not seen in five
years. But finally, on August 28, 1944, Lidia dmet family were deported to Auschwitz,
Poland.

Very few families were still intact at this timeytbLidia’s strength enabled her
family to remain complete. Together, they arriadAuschwitz, Poland, in September
1944. While marching into the camp, they immedyateticed the smoke rising from
crematoriums and comprehended their fate awaitiegntin the gas chambers. Lidia’s
eight-year-old sister grabbed her hand and quesdiofwill it hurt?” The women were
separated from the men, but Lidia’s younger brotbhshed to their mother and gave her
a final kiss on the cheek. The men of the famirevnever seen again. Immediately
after, Lidia was separated from her mother andeisistwho were taken to the gas
chambers. After five years of survival, Lidia hladt her entire family in only a single
day.

Stripped of her clothing, Lidia was forced to stamaked in front of a German
officer. He eyed her body, dehumanizing her witbrg glance, and demanded that her
pretty blonde hair not be shaved off. In resportse, enraged haircutter shaved the
middle of Lidia’s head, removing her dignity alongth her hair. Lidia requested that
the remaining hair be shaved off as well, and slas @iven mismatched clothing,
including an oversized man’s jacket. When shefiratlarrived at Auschwitz, a French
inmate had approached her and offered his assestdndia’s little brother had pressed a
photograph of Lidia into the man’s hand, requestfirtelp my sister!” The Frenchman
brought her salami and a loaf of bread, but thevdeoof starving women in the barracks
immediately attacked and devoured the food.

In September 1944 and only ten days after herarav Auschwitz, Lidia was
taken to Stutthof concentration camp. She obtam@ub in the kitchen and, whenever
possible, threw pieces of bread out of the windowstarving women. In January 1945,
she was evacuated with thousands of other Jewsferi@g from typhus, Lidia nearly
died while battling the freezing winter. ForturigteMary Procell, who had been saved
by the bread that Lidia had thrown from the kitckendow, was also a participant in the
six-week death march. Mary bathed and helped taddh, bringing her soup and
cooling her one-hundred and three degree Fahre(gmtoximately thirty-nine degrees
Celsius) fever with cold snow. In the latter paftFebruary 1945, over two-thousand
women, including Lidia, were left in an abandonexnbto perish. Mary again saved
Lidia’s life by bringing her back to the nearbydtien that she worked in. There, the
women removed lice from Lidia’s body and helped temover from typhus, saving her
life.

On March 10, 1945, the Soviet army liberated thenew from Kolkau, Poland,

where Lidia, along with nine others, had been lgdma pig sty. Along with a young
Polish boy, they stole a horse and wagon. Starfdnépod and shelter, they occupied a
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German family’s house in Slutsk for about three then In June 1945, Lidia and the
others boarded an open freight car and journeyetbfty-eight hours back to Lodz. But
the city was nothing like they remembered, andrthemes were occupied by others.
Lodz held nothing for Lidia, so she returned to #imndoned house in Slutsk. Soon
after, she moved to a displacement camp and mduhee husband, who had also been
imprisoned at Stutthof. Haganah, a Jewish partarnyliorganization, smuggled the
couple to Vienna, Austria, and from there they @¢tad to Linz, Austria. Lidia married
her husband, and they stayed in buildings that eeh previously occupied by the
German Army. Next traveling through the mountaim® Munich, Lidia’'s son Aaron
was born in 1948 in a displacement camp.

Waiting for immigration papers, Lidia’s young fagnitemained in Munich until
1952. They then traveled to New York before movindallas. Four years later, they
moved to New Jersey, and in 1959, the family finalettled in California. Lidia’s
unyielding spirit manifested itself in the Unitedates, where she supported her family
while sometimes only earning three dollars per weEkom the time she was fourteen-
years-old to the time that she had her own childigLhad been a caretaker. Yet, without
her ambitious personality and everlasting drivalid.iwould not be alive today to share
her unbelievable story. She survived the Holochestiuse of her internal capabilities
and immeasurable strength. Lidia Budgor trulyrisradestructible spirit.
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D Dhpnicts

By Michael Koenig

Peter Daniels was born in Berlin, Germany in 198&hen he was two years old,
his father and his father’s family fled to Chinamagst national borders had closed down
for Jews. Peter and his mother remained in Germamyis maternal grandparents, an
aunt and several cousins were also in Germany gltinis time. Peter attended a Jewish
kindergarten until it was closed down in 1940. Whka Nuremberg laws came into
effect, Peter and his family were forced to wealtoye stars and experienced heavy
discrimination in public. Peter was sent to livithaseveral distant relatives on the other
side of the city for safety at this time also.

In 1941, Peter's maternal grandfather died, and wmife was deported to
Auschwitz. Peter’s aunt and cousins also disappeatthough he and his mother never
found out if they died in the camps or escapedale$tine. After the disappearance of
these relatives, Peter and his mother found themseh the unfortunate situation of
being alone in Berlin in the middle of 1941. Pw&tenother found a job in a uniform
factory in Berlin, and because of this she was @blget a pass to use the Berlin subways.
Since she had to work 5 days a week, Peter wasddrrtake care of himself for up to
eight hours at a time, a rather amazing feat fimua year old child. Peter's mother tried
to keep up a strict home-schooling schedule, anaerdinary effort that kept some
routine in Peter’s life. Peter left the house Isaduring this time, as there was little on
the streets of Berlin for him. The few times heal dais mother left home to shop were
unpleasant, as they were only allowed out at getiaies and often had to deal with anti-
Semitic taunting. Peter and his mother lived tikis for two years, avoiding shipment to
concentration camps. Like other Jews in GermasyerPand his mother were forced to
wear a yellow star at all times.

In 1943, Peter was at home alone when the Gestape  his flat. Two officers
waited with Peter for his mother and took them bloyhtruck to a detention center, a
basement of an abandoned office building. HereerPahd his mother waited until
enough Jews had been rounded up in the area tfy josdering a train. Peter and his
mother were forced to get what food they could bigibg the guards. Peter came down
with a mysterious illness while in the center; bksn turned yellow. A Nazi inspector
who later turned out to be none other than the rrmts architect of the Holocaust,
Adolph Eichmann, feared that this could be contagjigellow fever instead of ordinary
jaundice, and ordered Peter to a hospital for regov While he was in the hospital,
Peter's mother had a chance to get her and hes sdf@irs in order. After five days in
the hospital, Peter and his mother returned talétention center, where soon after, they
were deported to Theresienstadt, Czechoslovakegcattle car.

Although Peter was aware of the hardship occurbedia the train at the time, he

learned much more about his experience later ormeR®mbers not being able to sit or
lay down because the box car was too crowded witbrgeople; no food or water, the
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train would sometimes stop for hours while morenaed up Jews were herded onto the
train. Out of one hundred people who were on thetsport, thirty six did not reach
Theresienstadt alive. Finally, after almost two sland nights, the train reached the
concentration camp. Sleep deprived and malnourjsReter and all the others walked
about two miles from the train into the camp in theldle of the night where everyone
was herded into one of the buildings to sleep ondea floors. The next morning Peter
and his mother were separated. Peter assignee tchtldren's section of the camp, and
his mother to the adult section. The next monthteH®ad his seventh birthday.

Before the Nazis took over the camp, Terezin, as dalled in Czechoslovakia,
had been a military garrison, a civilian prison,daa ghetto for the poor and
disadvantaged. In 1940/41 it was converted intorecentration camp for approximately
5,000 people. At the Wannsee Conference in 1942reBienstadt was slated to house
some 80,000 Jewish World War | veterans and otldsrlg Jews. Alongside Jewish
artists, musicians, writers, scholars and otheelledtuals, many non-Jews were also
interned here. From 1941 to 1943, about 140,00% Jeeve transported to and through
Theresienstadt, with as many as 80,000 being heéldargy one time, severely
overcrowding the camp. From Theresienstadt aln8@000 Jews were shipped to
Auschwitz-Birkenau, where women, children, the digeand infirm were murdered in
the gas chambers. Able-bodied men and boys wer foseslave labor until they died
exhaustion, disease, or brutality by the guards.

Peter remained in the children's section for twargauntil the camp was liberated
by the Soviet army. He had his 7th and 8th birtlkdelythe camp. Food consisted of
morning coffee and bread and warm water with stalgetable soup in the evenings.
Hunger was a constant companion to Peter and tier children. When someone got
sick, they went to the infirmary to either die @t dpetter because there was no medicine.
Many of the children either died of starvation ase#dse, or were deported to Auschwitz
with their parents. Peter, along with other chifdsere put to work in a rock quarry,
vegetable field (food for the camp guards) or lagdand unloading supplies from trains.
Some schooling was tried, but hunger and diseasesegrevalent that this was soon
abandoned.

Theresienstadt was also the site where Nazis dettdhe Red Cross about the
nature of the concentration camps. In June of 1944 Red Cross came for an
inspection. To prepare for this, the Nazis bemdifa small section of the camp and
deported almost 8,000 people during a six weelogen Auschwitz to make it appear to
the Red Cross that the camp was not overcrowded. Réd Cross fell for the Nazi
deception and told the world that the Jews werebaotg mistreated.

Besides Peter's good luck not dying in the camm fnealnutrition or disease, his
survival was also due to his mother's survival.lé®y as she remained alive and kept
from being shipped to Auschwitz, Peter was alse $afm being shipped out. Had she
died in Theresienstadt, Peter would have been emdxt transport to Auschwitz as an
orphan, and into the gas chambers.
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In May, 1945, the Russians liberated TheresienstBdter and his mother
returned to a bombed out Berlin. There was littked to either buy or steal, and Peter
roamed the streets of Berlin to because there wasmool and not much to eat.

In 1947, Peter, his mother, new stepfather and hal# sister immigrated to
America to start a new life. He was 11 years old became a US citizen at the age 25.
He served in the US Navy, went to college and gatalgchool, and has a wonderful
wife, four grown children, and five grandchildreAt age 71, Peter feels that he is a very,
very, lucky man.
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S Cothick
By Jessica Deutchman

Six Million Nightmares

“Remember children, the only thing they cannot téoen you is in your head
unless they kill you.” And with that, a father ra¢ed a son from his arms for the last
time. Jona Goldrich had no idea this hug from atbdr would be his last.

Jona had always lived comfortably. In his smallimitive town where only
fifteen percent of his neighbors had electricitywyhe&n you had enough to eat, you were
considered rich.” Jona’s father worked hard outhe fields and there was always
enough food on the table each night. Until the Garsncame. All light of hope was put
out with the sound of their boots stomping throtigh dust. The crops, gone with every
man’s job. Innocence, gone, with the very first ghust. Jona and his family were taken
from their home and placed in a crowded living gpatong with many of their Jewish
neighbors. Jona’s father, along with other men whald not bear the look of their
children each night at empty meals, began to worthé black market, stripped now of
their jobs and their respect by the soldiers.

In the first few weeks of the Nazi’'s invasion, Jooaly fourteen years old, and
the other children sat and listened to three huhdrel fifty of their elders shot. All men
and women over sixty were shot on that mountairrlogking the town, the one that
reached so high toward heaven where God seemedhldisis very moment. Only did
these shots seem to stop ringing in his ears wikendiched his friends begin to die of
starvation. So many of Jona’s own neighbors tum®ad on the Jews, ignorantly blaming
the Jews for their long lives in poverty and givingold friends to the soldiers’ bullets.

Children had the best chance of survival, and 3omesther and father knew this.
They selflessly arranged for Jona and his brothesife passage across the Hungarian
border, where they would find protection with thelungarian cousins. Hungary had a
deal with the Germans; all Hungarian Jews weretgdasurvival as long as any non-
Hungarian Jews were given back to the Nazis. Andlos@ and his brother Avraham, two
years his junior, were smuggled across the borderHungary, passed for the Hungarian
children they pretended to be. This one last ssflect of Jona’s parents would prove to
be his life-saver. But for now, his mother and éatlvith his older brother promised to
meet Jona and Avraham in Hungary as soon as isafas

The young boys waited, and as time went on, thear only grew with their
hunger and their hope only died with their frietdgk at home. What they didn’t know
was how much of home no longer existed. Every dndona’s classmates, aside from
himself, would be killed in this atrocity. The fild, the synagogues, the Jewish
cemeteries, every sign of the culture and religienhad always known slowly fell to
ruins back at home. The season came for Jona'sigsai@ come for their boys, but as
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they crossed the border, they were met by solevbissent them back. Did these soldiers
know they were sending Jona’s and so many otheiliésno their gruesome deaths?
How many were willing to even take a moment to ¢joesthe horrors going on in the
concentration camps right outside their towns? “Tegmans were considered the most
educated people in the world” and yet how could the so ignorant as to believe in one
man’s words that the “final solution” to the wordproblems lay at the deaths of six
million Jews. But the Jews who entered the cam@dskdow the truths of this atrocity,
and Jona Goldrich’s parents did know, but neverthadchance to tell. After being sent
back to Poland, Jona’s family was forced into acemtration camp in Sambor. In time
short enough, they were put in a line and shot dimonmass graves like cans at a target
practice by the Nazis.

Meanwhile, with no knowledge of his family’s sufieg at Sambor, Jona was in
route to Palestine. Palestine’s office in Budapgest granted fifty visas for Hungarian
Jewish children to find safety in Palestine. Jomé lais brother were among those blessed
few who were given permission to survive. For seeks, Jona traveled with his brother
and forty-eight other children, many only toddle@ne guide for fifty hungry, scared
children, and yet every one survived. For six wedisa traveled with the others, night
and day; his brother Avraham was the only memdtyoliethe safety and shelter he once
knew. He did not know now if there was any hope défseeing his missing loved ones,
but he kept trekking on in faith that he would. &y, after crossing many borders, Jona
and the others found safety in Palestine.

Jona discovered new hope in Palestine. He andttiex ohildren were given a
place at a Jewish agricultural school, where Jomand comfort in his studies,
remembering his father’s words. Jona and his brdiad been finding new opportunity
in Palestine for three months, when they met aigoirfrom the concentration camp in
Sambor. This man told of how he suffered the wanasthe murder of the boys’ family.
Fourteen-year-old Jona and his little brother wandgter know the arms of their father or
the warmth of their mother’s voice, nor the laughdétheir brave older brother again.
What was left of Jona and his brother when the &Nbhad now taken all they had and all
they loved? But Jona’s father was right. The Napigld not take everything from Jona
as long as he still had his head, which he continaénold up high.

And so Jona lived on to see the end of World Waand so he lived through the
struggle to see the birth of the new Jewish homésiatel. Eventually, he moved to
America where he saw the birth of his two daughters the birth of his own incredible
achievements, like that of the Los Angeles Holotdsnument. Fifteen years ago, Jona
and Avraham journeyed back to their past to vigirtchildhood home in Poland, only to
find any trace of their history destroyed and tbmlistone’s of their ancestors under
other people’s feet, just as the Nazis marched them after using them to re-pave the
streets. Five thousand Jews lived in Jona’s hometowPoland before the Holocaust,
and only one thousand survived. There are no recoirdona Goldrich’s childhood left.
These records were all lost when his family wagkjyiforced from their home so many
years ago. But Jona Goldrich lives today, an ekyleyr-old Holocaust survivor, who still
sometimes lies awake at night, wondering if he miadgdl up, for how could it have
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really happened and the whole world just lie stild let it? | write Jona’s story down
today so that we may never forget the nightmarhefgenocide of six million Jews and
so that we may never let this nightmare be repeated
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Cllintitte Hagliticiten

By Sophia Lin and Dan Ovadia

From Yugoslavia to America: A Holocaust Survivdescape from the Nazis

Following World War |, a number of tiny, indepentiekingdoms including
Serbia, Montinegro, Croatia, Slovonia, and manerthformed the state of Yugoslavia--
which literally translates to “Southern Slavs.” €Be kingdoms united under King
Alexander, who in 1934 was assassinated in Frap@riadical member of the Croatian
Revolutionary Movement. King Alexander's son was tyoung to rule and the late
King's cousin, Prince Paul, ruled Yugoslavia ingsted’he Prince panicked following the
invasion of Poland and the collapse of France aedetore signed the Tripartite Pact,
pledging cooperation with the Axis Powers; unfodiaty, this led to his overthrow
backed by the British government, and the youngderiPeter 1l became king. Backed
by popular support he was vehemently against thpaifiite Pact and withdrew his
support for the Axis Powers, leading to Germangi\gasion and assimilation of parts of
Yugoslavia. However, Germany allowed the anti-Semiight-wing Croatia to remain
independent. The Croatians worked with the Nazietrorize the Balkan states.

Charlotte Huffstedder was born in Sarajevo, Yugaalan 1929 where her family
rented a room to the Catholic Italian, Josip Motamb. Only able to afford to take one
child with him, he took Charlotte, the youngestaofamily of six, with him to Split, an
Italian controlled region. He passed her off as d@ughter on the train ride to Split
where she was in hiding with his family until MuBeos demise in 1943. Around this
time the Germans moved towards Split, leading askesympathizer to warn Josip and
his family of impending German occupation. Thid I®sip to send Charlotte to a Jewish
Community where she and several other Yugoslaviah @German Jews hid for four
months. Following this, she and the children wameiggled onto a ship where they were
transported to Nonantola, Italy. Being half stakv€harlotte spent most of her time on
board eating.

At Nonantola, she and the other children were teMilla Emma, an orphanage.
She and the other children would often visit thee gceam parlor. Unfortunately, after a
month, in June, the Germans began to wonder wieapainpose of the large orphanage
was, and Charlotte was once again forced to flem the Nazis. A selfless priest warned
Josef Indig, one of the children’s caretakers, efr@an interest in the orphanage and he,
along with a doctor and Josef, sent children uddeyears old to a convent. Those older
than 14 were dispersed into homes in the town. prlest and doctor were later tortured
for information on the children’s whereabouts, whibey did not disclose.

Shortly thereafter, the children at the conventahed to the train station in rows

of four, singing German anti-Semitic songs. Thegkt a train to Milano where the
children dangled their feet off the edge of thetfptan as they waited. German guards
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approached them, kicking them and questioning ey tvere, yet the terrified children

remained silent. Taking a tiny four car train te tBwiss-Italian border, the children were
stopped by two German soldiers. These soldierhéethildren pass inspection after an
eight year old German Jewish explained that theseileeing the Nazis. At the border

between Switzerland and lItaly, there was a fendh wie-dug holes by British POWSs,

who had been fighting the Italians months befofle children crawled under the fence,
using a passing train to disguise their soundsvaaited in the mountains until dark. As

they waited, two German patrol guards passed widnrfeet of them.

In order to reach safety, they needed to crosethkers, two of which were
shallow, the last one being extraordinarily deéys the children crossed the last river,
they were almost swept up in the current. Theypedely clung to each other to
prevent them from floating away by the surging ents while a director back on shore
shouted for them to persist across the river. Wincouple who had joined the expedition
for refuge climbed atop a rock and began to pleadhélp. As the children waded across
the river they caught sight of two guards in grayfarms similar to those of the Nazi
soldiers. The orphans, panicked, hurriedly begaswim back to shore, afraid they
would be captured. The two soldiers, taking notacéhe wading refugees began to yell,
"Go back! Go away!" Caught in the terrifying panmamium the children finally crossed
the river and emerged soaking wet, screaming feir tharents, who by now were
probably dead.

The refugees were kept at the Swiss Guard campgh®rtwo days of Rosh
Hashanah, where the guards threatened to senchddyuho dirtied the bathrooms, back
to Italy. The lIsraeli Brigade had arranged for émddren to stay at a hotel once they
arrived in Switzerland, but the guards refusedlimiathe refugees to use the phone to
alert the hotel of their arrival. The Israeli Bade had paid 75,000 lira for the escape of
each child. The children were kept in quarantiettiree weeks, after which they were
sent to a hotel in Bex from January to May of 194Bhey were crowded with other
refugees, and no one at the hotel had any interagtith the Swiss in the neighboring
village. Every Wednesday afternoon the childremewaarched to the movie theatre and
back, all during a time when Swiss students werehool.

In May, the older children around ages 18 and 1%9ewgut into arranged
marriages and sent to the British controlled regybrisrael. Charlotte however, being
15, was sent to St. Galen, a convent near the Ssessian border which she did not
like. Josef therefore arranged for her to be binbug Geneva where she stayed until
1947. During this course of events, Josip occufibdriotte’s old home in Yugoslavia.
He forwarded postcards to her from her brothers iconcentration camp, though he
didn’t inform her family of her whereabouts. Afther stay in Geneva, the Swiss
government flew her back to Yugoslavia where shetgmhoid fever and stayed in the
hospital for four months. Charlotte Huffsteddem®ther and father were both dead,
killed early on after their capture. Her older ther perished along with her second
oldest brother the day they were liberated fromrtb@mp, both killed by stray bullets.
Her sister is still alive today, in Yugoslavia, waeCharlotte herself worked in a hospital
and met her husband, and in 1954 left for America.
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Hantr Tt

By Gabrielle Gordon

A Story of Strength and Survival

The Holocaust unleashed inconceivable horrorfi@aJewish people; many were
thrown in the gas chambers, others were forceddiziwloved ones get murdered; and
lice, illness, and starvation were rampant amomrgfitthy streets of Poland. Many Jews
survived these horrors because of sheer luck atendmation to survive. Hanka Kent is
one of these brave individuals who learned to asaesthe hatred and evils of humanity.

Hanka Kent was born March 1, 1930 in Chelm, a sn@dise-knit town in
Poland. Hanka’s family was religious, but her ptsemere also very modern. Hanka
attended a Jewish school because anti-Semitismramgzant, and it would be unsafe for
a Jewish child to attend a public school. Shabbas & special time for the entire
community, and memories of Shabbat remain vivitHamka’'s memory. Hanka’'s family
stressed that it was her job to give to the poorStrabbat, but most importantly,
anonymous charity was the most valuable. Hankaedi that there was a special aura
on Shabbat, and savory food could be smelled ftesnOn Shabbat, it was Hanka’s job
to pluck the chicken. Hanka’s mother would makeegbat the chicken was Kosher, and
if it wasn’t, the chicken had to be returned to thecher. On Saturday, every Jewish
family would eat cholent, a dish made with potaioaeat, barley, and stuffed neck. By
the time Hanka was ten, she was able to make tive &habbat meal, just by observing
her mother every Friday. When the weather permitted Jewish community would
picnic in the woods. All of Hanka’'s Shabbat memsrége warm and loving — Shabbat
was truly a special time. Though Hanka’s familykieat luxuries including a bathroom
and electricity, Hanka could not imagine a happleldhood

Every summer, Hanka stayed in Rejowiec with hendfather. In 1939, when
Hanka came home from Rejowiec, Hanka was sentdqtimp to fetch water for her
family. There was a square in the middle of thg wihere the Jews would talk politics.
As Hanka stood in front of the water, she withesdedens of planes and bombs. Her
family, fearful for their safety, left to live irhé countryside until things settled down in
Chelm; this is what they thought was the starthefwar. Eventually, Russians came, and
took over much of Poland, where there was muchragsgin. Hanka remembers that the
Russians were generally good to them. The Rusdiamsght tanks and bombs and
established a Red Square, decked with ornamentdl@amdrs. Many communist Jews
had been arrested, and the Russians opened upisbaspand set many of these Jews
free. Under the Russian occupancy, the people efr€lwere never hungry. Hanka was
very happy because everyone was back in their causdholds, and life was pleasant
without restrictions. After about six months, thesRians left because they made an
agreement with Germany to leave Poland. When tissiRis left after approximately six
months, many Jews left with them. Hanka'’s family dot leave with these Jews because
her family knew that if they went to Russia, théo%ed casket,” they would never be able
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to reach their dream of Israel. Hanka’s family rerad optimistic, and her family knew
that when the war was over, there was no quedtiatrthey would immigrate to Israel.

When the Russians left, the pogroms began. ThesRieleided to take revenge on
the people who were left in Chelm, and as a reblahka’s family went into hiding in a
large closet. Hanka’'s mother pleaded for her f&hde, and she managed to convince
the Poles not to murder her father. Dozens of Jesve killed in Chelm because of these
pogroms, and Hanka's father's store, among manyersthwas smashed- with
merchandise everywhere and broken windows.

Hanka remembered that her parents were overjoyed tlaankful when the
Germans occupied Chelm. Hanka and her family wepetul, even though they had
heard that the situation was terrible in Germansertually, the Germans restricted the
Jews to a ghetto, a specific part of the city. Jaes had curfew laws and were required
to wear the Yellow Star. Hanka's family lived byethlack market, because the Germans
forced her father to close his shop, and they lrach@eans of support. Hanka'’s father was
rounded up one morning on Black Friday, never tas&en again. All of the men were
sent to working camps, presumably Treblinka. Hasmkeirents had said to her that there
might be a time when they have to separate, buag her responsibility to take care of
her little sister until they were reunited againh&d Hanka’'s father was taken away, it
was a turning point in her life because she wasffitom communication.

Soon, the Germans began to take women and chilthfanka, her mother, and
her three-year-old sister, Feigle, went into hidinga cellar with about twenty other
people. In the cellar, there was no food or waded in desperation, the people drank
urine. Hanka’s mother went outside to get snow riakdand Hanka heard shots and
realized that the Germans had killed her. Hank&k tbeigle and escaped to her
grandfather’s town, about 15 kilometers away, bseahe thought her family was there.
However, there was no one left in her family, the still had friends in the city.

There was a ghetto, a sugar factory in the citye §hetto was closed, and the
people were not accepting newcomers. Hanka andibtr went into the ghetto and
lived with a family illegally. Hanka cleaned for quisions daily. During the day,
Hanka’s little sister hid under the table so sheilo’'t be seen. One of the girls, Esther,
was a personal maid to one of the S.S. men, andishlel get a lot of extra food. Esther
told this S.S. man about Hanka’s situation. The. $198n came and visited, and he
became like a friend to Hanka. One day, the S.$1 caane with the barber and asked
Hanka to fetch them some water. Hanka did not gueshis, and when she came back,
her sister was dead. The S.S. man told Hanka lieaemtire ghetto was going to the
concentration camp Majdanek, and this was the onénce of Hanka’s survival. Hanka
felt betrayed and could not stop crying. Hankarhtl question this man’s advice, hid in
the cellar, and joined with the people without lgetounted or noticed.

In Majdanek, the women, men, and children were re¢pd. Hanka was

physically strong and very tall, and she was puhhe workers. Daily, Hanka carried
boulders across the camp, and repaired roadswei8en were in charge of the Jews,
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and they guarded with German shepherd dogs. ThtluwghGerman Shepherds were
never released on Hanka, it horrified her to seedibgs let loose on other women. In
Majdanek she would stand for hours being countekewp at four in the morning, and
experienced her head being shaved. Majdanek waskapériod in Hanka'’s life. God’s
will allowed Hanka'’s survival, and at this time estid not feel angry. Hanka had grown
up in a very superstitious town, and they belietieat everything in life is already
decided. Hanka had the thought that her family stdisalive and that was what kept her
going day in and day out. From Majdanek, Hanka sfagped to Skarzysko Viamienue,
an ammunitions factory. Once again, Hanka was akomkfelt that she knew nothing
about life. She literally survived on her ratioranka’s job was to cut the steel part to fit
on the submarine. Pieces of steel would fall onkdamleg and arms and burn her skin.
Hanka was horrified because everyday the peoples wespected, and she worried
because of her scarred skin. The barracks wererbetthe factories than Majdanek, and
the work wasn’t worthless. Many of the women hadhownications with the men’s
division. Hanka had no communication with the mshe lived with her rations, just
bread and soup. Hanka was taken to another ammwrfactory, called Chestochona.
Hanka befriended two sisters named Sala and Freda,in a sense adopted her. Hanka
was the youngest wherever she went. One sisterewgaged before the war, and the
other sister was married.

From Chestochona, Hanka was taken to Bergen-BelgdnSala and Frieda, the
worst experience yet. Hanka witnessed humans ehtingan flesh, and all Hanka could
think about was food twenty four hours a day. Hawikally remembers as she stood in
her blue-gray stripped uniform that if she couldydmave a piece of bread and a potato,
she would be willing to die. At Bergen-Belson, Hardaw her first crematorium. Death
was always around the corner; when Hanka and tierotvere ushered into a building,
they always wondered if water or gas would comeaduhe shower heads. Everyday,
there were less people in the barracks. Hanka wilnawn, and felt embarrassed to
come from Chelm, when everyone else seemed to émmethe large and sophisticated
city of Warsaw.

After Bergen-Belsen, the people were evacuated futdinto wagons. The
railroad track was bombed, and the wagons coultiote ahead because they were on
the front line. The S.S. men had stopped feedirgldws in the wagons. Frieda got very
sick upon arrival at this new camp. Hanka was andsevork in the kitchen. Hanka and
the other workers were told that they would beekillif the Germans caught them
smuggling food. Hanka wanted two potatoes, andag stronger than her desire to live.
Hanka stole two potatoes, and gave them to Fréiolagh she desperately wanted them.
Frieda felt that she owed her life to the two po¢at Hanka had the feeling that only a
miracle would keep her alive. Everyone only warttedurvive just one more day. At the
time, Hanka didn’t realize that she had the willstarvive. They were sent to various
camps, but two days later, whisked to a new canymdrs started that Americans and
Russians were fighting, and a surge of hope wdsl@usin Hanka, and she felt that she
might make it until the end of war. They went torHaim, and the Jews knew that the
war was coming to an end. In Turkeim, there wag@éndous commotion, people were
running frantically, and suddenly, they were tdidyt were going to walk to Dahjow.
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Hanka saw planes overhead as well as bombs. Thes&$ed running, and
Hanka was among a group of people who ran intowbeds. The first night in the
woods, Hanka and the others huddled as bullets a@tlipast. Everyone drank the
moisture from the leaves. Walked until they goatieouse, knocked on the door and they
went to a German household. They were very hodpitdlve Germans gave them food
and a place to sleep. It was the first time thaythad a meal and a place to sleep. The
Germans told them that they were liberated, andithericans were there. Many lived in
army barracks. Hanka did not know what she wasgomdo, because she had no
family. Hanka felt like neither fish nor fowl, shveas never with anyone her age. She
never had anyone, and never felt that she beloaggdhere. Hanka felt elation and
disbelief that she had survived.

Soon after the war, still in Turkeim, an epidemidyphoid and typhus broke out.
Hanka was taken to Bad Werishofen, a hospital. &e&xs no room in the hospital, and
no doctors. You had to survive thirteen days, ama would either survive or die. Hanka
was in the hospital for several months. Sala aetl&rbefriended American soldiers, and
helped nourish Hanka back to health. Both Sala raida found their fiancée and
husband. Sala and Freida refused to leave withaok&l While sick, Hanka hallucinated
and felt that she should write down all of her eig®es. Hanka was left to die; the
doctors had given up on her. When Hanka was alilavel, Sala and Freida came to get
Hanka. Hanka felt like a total misfit, everyone Hanhily or was getting married. Hanka
desperately wanted to go to Israel. Hanka foundtbete was a camp for displaced
children, she ended up going to the United NatRebkabilitation Association. They tried
to make the children live like a family, and livermally. Each child was asked where
they wanted to go to live. Hanka immediately shiak tshe wanted to go to Israel, which
didn’t work out. She eventually ended up in America

Hanka had a tremendous will to survive and pasddgacy on to make sure that
this never happens again. Hanka no longer has dtee dnd anger that she once had.
Hanka feels that her experiences and her life shbalconstructive if it is to have any
meaning at all.
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By Ernestine Fu and Moshe Carmeli

The Life of Hillel Krimalovski, a Holocaust Survivo

On January 10, 1918, Hillel Krimalovski was borrPimtrkow, Poland to Tzipora
and Ashar Krimalovski. He had three siblings — 8aMirriam, and Benzion. At age six,
Krimalovski and his family moved from Poland to ¥afPalestine (current day Israel).
There, his mother was a housewife while his fathas an advertisement designer,
painting signs for local businesses. Exposed eitelysto paint, his father Ashar soon
died of lead poisoning when Hillel was only twelsgars old. Later, in 1979, his mother
died at the age of ninety-four.

In Yaffa, Palestine, Jewish life for the Krimalovslamily was moderately
religious as they attended the synagogue everyayrhd Saturday, and celebrated all
the Jewish religious holidays, including Rosh Haste Yom Kippur, Sukkot,
Hanukkah, Purim, Pesach, Shavuot, and Tisha B'aweMer, after Hillel's father died,
the family stopped celebrating and observing Jewddasions. Hillel himself, only went
to synagogue for one more year to mourn his fasrabzath.

During this time, there was an intense conflicPalestine between the Jews and
non-Jews as the Arabs insisted on attacking thes Jem/'stealing their land.” Thus, to
protect the Jewish community, an organization —Rhénah — was established to unite
and defend the Jews not only from the Arabs, lsd &bm other forces. These included
the Vichy government in Syria (a government whiagpgorted Nazi Germany), the Nazi
supporters in Iraqg, and later on, the English.

As the Nazis rose to power, Hillel began losingfamily. Although they were no
longer very religiously observant, the Nazi forseszed and murdered Hillel's relatives
one by one, from his aunts to his uncles to hissitsu As they were killed, the
Krimalovski family property was also confiscated.

Noticing that he needed to himself, Hillel, in msd-twenties, decided to take
action. He found out about the Palmah through ainteker group at high school.
Deciding to join, he was given instructions to gdits kibbutz. There, a lady wrote down
his contact information. A few days later, in thand of 1941, he was given confidential
instructions to meet at a hidden location near lascore lake. There, he met a Palmah
officer along with a cluster of other young recsuithe officer explained that the Nazis’
power had escalated, as they were already invaélinga and fighting the English in
various cities of Africa. Since the larger citigskgypt were only a one-day drive and a
short crossing through the Suez Canal from Pakestimy needed to prepare for an
attack, especially because the Nazis intended nouer the lands of the Middle East
from Africa. Fortunately, Field Marshal Bernard sessfully defeated the Nazi forces
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that were led by Erwin Rommel in El Alamein, andighended the Nazi expansion in
Africa.

Had the Nazi forces successfully conquered Egyet,Ralestinians were almost
certain to fall to the escalating power of HitlerdaNazi Germany, as Egypt had a weak
sense of cooperation and a smaller, less poweriiitarg unit than the overwhelming
might of the Nazis, who had recruited numerouswviddials from the vast lands they
held.

But Hillel knew that the threats and danger weré¢ oner. Consequently, he
became a devoted driver and soldier for the orgdioia. He was first assigned to Squad
A, and then he joined the English invasion of Symishe reconnaissance, searching, and
bombing of the Vichy government (which was fightingdefense of Nazi Germany)
alongside the English forces.

The Vichy Government was originally controlled byetFrench. Although the
French had already given up their control of tlegion, which they had obtained from
World War |, they still kept their rights to maimaorces and airfields within this area.
Then, in 1941 the Paris Protocols were signed,tg@rHitler and Nazi Germany the
power to access and manipulate these pre-Frendiotted bases.

Further motivated by his success in Syria, he mgly complied when he was
promptly assigned to the Haifa region of the Palma@here, on one of his many
operations, Hillel was traveling through the regitnansporting supplies, when he was
suddenly stopped by a group of heavily armed Ehgfisops. Despite the fact that he had
fought on the English side, once the British hagpged the Nazis from invading Africa,
they now turned against the Jews, stating that toelyd not have independent operations
and hold weapons. Thus, the troops promptly amddtiel for carrying military supplies
such as grenades and ammunition, he was takee jaitlof Acco, and he was sentenced
to three years of prison. However, after being Hetdthree weeks, Hillel requested an
appeal. He was granted a bail out until the coat#;chowever, after paying it, he jumped
bail, escaping to southern Palestine. He was teamsf to Platoon 5 of the Palmah in
Negvah. There, he changed his identity to NachumeBstein to avoid being caught
once again by the English.

In southern Palestine, he stayed in a kibbutz liaat a wide, open view of the
only road that led there. The security watchmathefplace informed all the residents to
take shifts, watching out for approaching foreigehicles that might contain policemen
who wanted to seize Nachum. Nachum was instruatebdide in a barn if any such
persons were to approach. Thus, Nachum stayedaitiveeobscurity and peace for some
time.

However, as the police began to catch up with iiflel appeared on the “Most
Wanted” criminals list because of his failure teeatl the hearing and his affiliation with
the Palmah. He was to be held in prison for fivargaf caught. His picture was posted
all over Palestine in numerous English police stetias he was considered a terrorist and
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thus a major threat to the English. Sensing a grgwirgency, Hillel, in order to further
conceal his identity, changed his name once moreo -Nachum Carmeli. Also,
physically, he grew a beard and let his hair grbdlachum remained hiding in southern
Palestine for six more months, but then returnedadtivity when, in 1947, he was
ordered to report to Aliah 2 in Italy and Francedome secret Palmah operations.

The Palmah wanted Nachum to design ships to trangyarld War Il survivors,
especially Jews whose homelands were being degdsfabm Europe to Palestine. This
was an extremely illegal job as, the English, ieitltonquest for world domination, had
taken over Palestine, holding power and refusingltmv the Palmah to carry out their
duties and operations. More importantly, the Emgldidn't want any refugees from
Europe entering Palestine.

Ignoring the dangers, the Palmah continued theierains. Their ships
contained compartments under deck for these refgael they successfully transported
many people and dispersed them amongst varioagesl and kibbutzim.

Nachum’s duty was to design the ships. This jolbasodangerous as his previous
ones, was assigned to him by the Palmah’s higimerhofficers because they thought it
was to Nachum'’s best interests to operate thisivelg obscure job. The officers thought
that if Nachum was to help transport dangerousgdl weapons again, he was likely to
be caught again, and the penalty would be much s®rere — execution.

Thus, assigned to this relatively low profile jaachum effectively created a
floor plan to maximize the number of refugees tbatild hide below the deck. He
designed levels, compact in height, for these migréo hide in during the day.

Then, in April 1948, Nachum was assigned to yettlzropost. He became the
Captain of the Third Company of the Iftah Battalaomd joined the War of Independence
for the state of Israel. After a victory in Novemld®48, he returned to his kibbutz after
the Palmah was dissolved.

Nachum was legally freed from his illegal crimes, las case was closed in
October 1948 when the United Nations formed thepeeshdent country of Israel. And, a
cancellation was sent to all the police stationgdacel all orders of arrest during the
extraction of English troops from Israel.

In later reflections of what had occurred, Nachwealized that, largely by his
father’s actions of moving the family to Palestihe, his mother, and his siblings were
barely saved from almost certain death in the haridbe Nazis. If they had stayed in
their native city of Piotrkow, the Nazis would hazeptured and taken them to one of the
many nearby concentration camps. Yet, unfortunatdiyspite his valiant actions,
Nachum’s father soon died. However, unquestionabé/,would have been proud to
know that his son — Nachum took on the fight agaims cruel injustice of the Nazis, and
succeeded.
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By Samantha Haley Simons

In Fire and In Flame

Denied by some and unimaginable to most, the ewntise Holocaust affected
the lives of generations. In history books, docutaees, and even first-hand
conversations, we are confronted with the atraxitemmitted by fellow man during a
time when human cruelty was at its peak. But degpieir attempts to wipe diversity off
the map, these races and religions still thrivel, #ue victims of these crimes will not be
silenced. They continue to tell their stories tewge that the past will not be forgotten.

Paula Lebovics, formerly known as Pessa Balter, veas in 1933 in the town of
Ostrowiec, Poland. The youngest of six childreryl®avas raised by parents Israel and
Perla Balter in a building owned by her grandfatinatil 1940. It was then that her family
was forced to move into a small and overcrowdedtghsimply because she was Jewish.
Paula’s oldest brother, Herschel, was aware ofddeger lying ahead of them, and
without them knowing, he constructed an undergrcuddout when it came time for the
selections. Over time, he saved the lives of dozérfamily members and friends who
came to hide when the SS men came around to fiopl@do take to concentration
camps. However, two of Paula’s sisters neglecteldide, thinking that they would be
safe because they had proper work papers. They taken to Treblinka and never seen
again.

Eventually, the ghetto became so unsafe that Rendaher brother, Yosef, went
into hiding during the daytime. They took refugeuna brick factory and when Yosef left
her alone to join the workers, Paula became friggdeand decided that she too could
join the work force. But Paula was captured by adifkan soldier, where she had her
first of many near-death experiences. While thalisolwent in search of a German
official, Paula spotted her mother in a group ohvem nearby. The women tried to hide
her, but the soldier caught on and beat the womeine group until he found Paula again
and threw her against a wall, knocking her uncansci When Paula woke up, the man
began to strangle her, and demanded that sheitelWhere other Jews were hiding,
threatening to shoot her if she did not comply. |®dald the soldier that she did not
know of any places where people may have beendidier only plea was that if he did
not find anyone, he would let her see her mothdrfather one more time. He searched,
but found no one. At the age of seven years oldjJaPaas told to turn around so she
could be shot. But she refused, holding him topnesnise and begging him to let her see
her parents. At that moment, she met the man saesr® as her “Guardian angel in an
unexpected form.” He was a drunken SS man who dadwver to the soldier, laughing
and shouting.

“Don’t waste the bullet,” said the drunk, “She’ ldead soon anyway.”
And with that, the soldier lowered his gun and sparer life.
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For about a year and a half, Paula became a wankdre Hard Labor Camp
around age nine. She performed grueling tasks backs not meant for young children,
such as loading wagons with bricks and scrap méalthe steal mill in the heat of the
summer and even working in the Hitler Youth Camphwihe remaining children.
However, in the beginning of August in 1944, therr@ans liquidated Ostrowiec Hard
Labor Camp, and whatever workers were left were eéahately sent to Auschwitz. For a
trip that normally would have taken two hours, thddren were left in a heavily packed
cattle car for two whole days, with little food and fresh air. However, these children
were among the fortunate; because they had conteanthild work camp, they were
exempt from the usual selections upon arrival.hiéyt had arrived under any other
circumstances, they would have been immediateliyteghe gas chambers.

But this newfound lucky streak did not last longkd_every other prisoner, Paula
was shaved, tattooed, given only a small shirt éganwvand placed in a cramped barrack
with even more cramped bunks (barely holding sirpbe). One day when all of the
women were in the barrack, one of them asked Pautng to them. Encouraged by
many, Paula got up on an adjacent riser and safigribof nearly a thousand people the
first song that came to mind, without fully undarsding what it meant. She sang in
Hebrew a song called “Eli Eli” (My God, My God):

“My God, why have you forsaken us?
In fire and in flame they burned us,
But we did not want to leave you, oh God.
Help us, save us.”

Meanwhile, the head of the barrack heard her vanod,took her to sing for the
camp officials. For a brief period of time, she vgagen proper care and clothing before
she was moved to the children’s barrack (E7) inghyesy camp. There, each day they
were visited by Dr. Mengele, the infamous self-pmoned doctor who performed
countless medical experiments on victims of theodaust, particularly children. Every
time he came he took multiple children, the mayoat which never came back. At an
early age, Paula taught herself to “be invisibléhis survival instinct trained her to never
make eye contact and always act inconspicuous. &less, this skill could still present
challenges in certain situations. On his last visfore liberation, he came to the
children’s barrack and asked the children to foroirele around him, proposing an offer
no child could refuse. He offered them the chamcdéd reunited with their families.
Many jumped at the chance, and for a split secBad]a almost took him up on it. After
quickly thinking it through, she had thoroughly gorced herself that he was lying, and
narrowly escaped his trap. A few days later theyntbthe bodies of those who did not.

Towards the end of the war, word had spread thabiwgher Herschel was alive
and in barrack D8 in the men’s camp, just acrosswhes from where she was being
held. They were so close, they could wave at edicbr and even sometimes exchange
words. One day he told her that their mother wels and in the hospital barrack, located
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close to where she was staying. Somehow he wastabdet some food across the
electric wired fence to Paula, and she snuck othtedospital to give it to her.

On January 18, 1945, all camps of Auschwitz werpted for the Death March,
leaving only the children and hospital patientse B5 men came back for the sick, and
soon after they were gathered, the Russians caohestapped them. For ten days, the
children in Barrack E7 were left without food ompglies. Paula managed to find some
old bread that kept her alive, and once the Russiambed the electric wired fence, she
and the others took clothes from a nearby storagenr On January 27 the Russians,
shocked by the devastation they found, liberatedchAwitz and burned down the
barracks that once held so much pain.

Paula and her mother were reunited after the lilmgraof Auschwitz, and
managed to go back to their hometown of Ostrowtmwyever, their safety in the town
was short-lived, when news spread of the massatremno survivors by the Polish
Commando. Paula and her mother ran away quicklyttz, a populated city in Poland
where someone took mercy on them and gave theraca pb sleep. Later after the war
was over her two surviving brothers found them tigiothe Red Cross. Because Poland
was becoming a Communist country under Russiarraoihe family decided to move
to Germany and ended up in a displaced person’g.cBaula’s brothers separated from
them, one moving to Palestine and the other toraligf and a surviving uncle took in
her and her mother until 1951. During this periBdula went to school for the first time
at the age of twelve, and learned her basic stumBesell as Hebrew, English, and the
piano. At the end of 1951, Paula registered forUhéed States, and six weeks later she
and her mother left for America. There she livedgtroit, Michigan, where she met her
husband, and sadly, where her mother died of paticreancer. Paula and her husband
moved to California soon after to raise their fantiiere.

Paula Lebovics is completely aware of just howuoate she is. She speaks for
the one and a half million children who were muedeand forever silenced. Last year,
Paula went with 79 students on the March of thangya program that takes Jewish
teenagers and Holocaust survivors to multiple cotmaon camps in Poland, along the
path taken for the Death March years ago. She roogsi to tell her story because she
believes that “Silence is not an option.” Paulapsséhe memories alive of those the
world lost, and gives undeniable proof that will passed down, I'dor va’dor, from
generation to generation. She is in every way e $uuvivor.
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Drideond Cove Linga

By Jillian and Rebecca Elbaum

After a long week of high school finals, we madeasrangement to meet with
Holocaust survivors, David and Eva Lenga. We wesgaintly moved by their young
appearance and warm personalities. They invitethuend Eva shared her Holocaust
experience. She told us that “her husband’s st@y worse than hers.” However, for us
it was just as important. After Eva’s parents wiakeen away, a family friend brought her
from the Swedish Consulate a fake ID to conceallbeerish identity. Eva was then taken
to a convent in Budapest, run by nuns, and wasehidd the attic with 30 other young
Jewish girls. The nuns taught them about Chridgaisio that when the Germans came
they were able to answer questions about theiigiogl”. She told us that when she was
required to go to Confession, she would make up satause she knew that she did not
have any. During a Russian air raid, the attichef tconvent was destroyed and all of the
children in hiding were moved down to the cellagef®@e Eva would even allow David to
tell his story, Eva insisted that we join them tiea and cake. Because food was so scarce
during the war, they made a comment to us thatyeseent must include food to share,
emphasizing their value of food.

David was 11 years old when the war started liangrosperous Jewish life in
Lodz, Poland. His father owned a successful taniér kilometers away from their
home. David and his younger brother, Nathan, dddrthe same elementary school,
which had many Jewish students. There were alwasy family gatherings of 100
people or more, discussing political events inrtheme. On September 1, 1939, David
was in &' grade, when the German army stormed Poland, anpi@d his city of “Lodz
“.  Shortly, proclamations were posted banning Jews schools and businesses. Their
Christian neighbors whom they considered frieng®red them to the Gestapo and they
had to begin wearing yellow stars on their arms.

One evening the Gestapo knocked on the Lenga’dyfamor and informed them
that their father’'s tannery now belonged to theners. They were told that they must
take their personal possessions and move to the cd\Btrykow where the tannery was
located. This was the beginning of what would IbeecGhetto life for Jews, with a
scarcity of food and harsh living conditions. Ddigifather, Abraham, continued to run
the tannery with supplies being provided by then@ars. David’s father must have been
a smart man for he knew that by asking the Gerniandouble the amount of workers
than was actually needed, he could save a largebeu of Jewish lives. In 1942,
David’'s father became terribly sick with pneumongd as the Russian army came
closer to the region, the Germans no longer had f@ethe tannery. The family was
separated and David’s father was taken away. Diwadght that he would never see his
father again. David, his brother, and his mothereatransported back to the ghetto in
Lodz, where he found his aunt and uncle.
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This ghetto was a slave labor ghetto where everyeorked no matter the age or
physical ability of the person. If someone wasgitglly unable to work, the Germans
simply shot them. Dead bodies were strewn throughibe streets because of the
starvation and hunger that people suffered. Davidbther, Sarah, knew the fate of
children and insisted that his uncle apprentice imifbecoming a skilled tailor at age 14.
David caught on quickly and this trade ended upnsgtiis life many times throughout
his Holocaust experience. In 1942, SS soldiedechthe ghetto and separated the people
into groups of able-bodied men and women, and w@hldind the sick. The group of
children and sick destined for the concentratiomgancluded David and his brother.
Not wanting to leave her children knowing theirefaDavid’s mother volunteered herself
to go with the children. However, David’'s unclegraminent figure in the ghetto, pulled
strings to save David because he was an able-btailed While in the holding room,
David heard his name called by a Jew appointedpersise the children. He told David
to run home where he found his aunt and uncle.asted where his mother was and the
aunt replied that she went out to look for him. $¢®n came to realize that his mother
and brother were never coming back. In the follguwo years David became suicidal
because for a 14 year old boy, there was nothitigedor any longer.

After two years of working in the Ghetto, the Garm decided to dissolve the
ghetto because the Russians were closing in. TEmen&s were transporting all of the
Jews to concentration camps, but David resisteat weo hiding. He was hoping for
liberation and did not want to die under the haoidde Germans. Now he was living in
an abandoned building completely alone scavengindgobd at night to sustain himself.
While hiding in the building, he could hear Germavelking around outside searching
for signs of life. David tried to cook himself som@&arm water without realizing that the
Germans could see smoke coming from the top chinoiethe building. With his
developing street smarts, David tore away a woqaank from the attic wall, to find
himself a hole in the wall barely large enoughdaeeze in, in the event of a search. One
night, David heard German soldiers and dogs commthe stairs to his room. He hid in
the hole; his heart stopped and was barely breathirne soldiers broke down the walls
with their bayonets narrowly missing David on eaate of him. David remained in the
hole all night until he was certain that the saisli@ere gone.

In the morning David awoke to the sound of Pobsld Yiddish speaking voices
outside. He peered through a hole and saw a e of the White Guard, prisoners
appointed to clean up the abandoned ghetto. Ddacdied that this was his only way of
escaping the ghetto. By grabbing a broom and bignd with the White Guard, David
received food and accompanied them on a train tmé&ermany. On a horrible ride in
cattle cars, the train finally stopped at Auschwifgain, laborers were weeded out to be
sent to Germany to work in slave labor camps, agminaDavid was not chosen. He
came face to face with Mengele, the infamous Naztat, who decided if he would live
or die. He came twice around and each time Menggilesed him passage to be saved.
David’s street smart came in handy again. He sawnmen carrying food to the selected
prisoners, and David joined them in carrying thedfdo the fenced off holding area,
where he promptly blended in with the people themed therefore saving himself.
Because the Germans kept exact count of theirte€eleprisoners, who were destined to
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go to the German labor camps, David pushed fortatde front of the line to insure that
he would be saved because one extra person wadlowed. David knew that because
he saved himself, he had taken the place of andboéhe was willing to do anything to
survive.

From Auschwitz David traveled to another horrilalbor camp in Bavaria. There
he came under the supervision of a French Jew wharbe his surrogate father. David
then fell deathly ill and it seemed like there vimashope left for him, but the French Jew
nursed him back to health, giving him a new serige®pe and will to live. Now in good
health, he pleaded with the Capos , ( the camprfere) to allow him to use his tailoring
skills to make them warm clothing for the winteflhe Capos agreed, and again his
tailoring skills saved him. Then he was chosegaavith a crew to work on the railroad.
One day David was approached by SS soldiers whe wmedire need of a smoke. The
stationmaster, an old man, had a supply of tobkees in the attic of his house, and the
soldiers asked him to steal tobacco from the stataster's house in exchange for bread.
David was willing to do anything for food in ordier stay alive.

It is 1944, close to the end of the war, and neavdoncentration camps are being
dissolved. Everyone at the labor camp is packed arirain heading for Bergen-Belsen
to be murdered in the gas chambers. On the waytrdin stopped in a thick forest while
a military train stopped right next to them in thygposite direction. Suddenly, American
air planes spotted the trains, and swooped dowoptsty at the German military train,
not realizing that the other train had Jewish prgss. Although many tried dodging the
bullets, horrendous slaughter was still taking elaSoldiers and prisoners jumped out of
the train to try to hide in the forest. As the Amans realized that most were prisoners,
they stopped shooting.

David fell asleep in the forest, huddled togethéhwhe other prisoners in the
rain and cold. In the morning, the German soldiead fled, afraid of the Americans.
The German train remained in the forest full of tbed that they were keeping for
themselves. By smashing cans together they wéed@bpen the canned food. Because
they had not eaten in so long, and were very erakiand eating too much of this rich,
fat food killed most of them. David and his tweefrds were unable to open any cans
and actually saved their lives by not eating.

They knew the direction of the Allies and walkesvéod the front. On the way
they stopped at a German farmer’s hut. A soldi&s guarding in front and would not let
David and his friends in. So David and his friestlsrted to move on. All of a sudden
they heard the farmer calling them back and todshtlhat the soldiers were leaving soon
and they could hide in the barn. The farmer’'s vaéane to them and fed them fresh
doughnuts and warm milk and told them that theyensafe. David told us that the
farmer and his wife were so nice to them becausg did not want to be arrested by the
Allies, proving that they actually saved the Jews...

A few days later, on May 5, 1945, American tank#eglinto the farm. David
could not understand their language but a Yiddmaking army officer from Brooklyn
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explained that the war was over and they werediieel. From there they were taken to a
liberation camp where they could search for fanaihd adjust back into society. He

could not find any family in Germany, and decidedjb to Sweden. It was there that he
eventually was reunited with his father, his ordiative who survived. His father chose

to live in Israel and died there at the age ofro0990.

David, who was already married, with two childregzmained in Sweden. He and
his family, stayed there up until the Korean Wad déinen made a decision to come to
America. He became a successful designer.

All four of us took a deep breath as David tolda®ut his life in Sweden and
beginning a new chapter of his life. David and 'E\sory inspired us because of their
positive attitude toward everything and ability Itee happily after emerging from a
horrible crisis in their lives. Their story shouléver be forgotten so that we can insure
that the Holocaust will never happen again
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74
By David Gole

From Horror to Freedom

Hedy Adler was born on April 13 1926 in Reteag, Hungary. Reteag was a small
agricultural town with about 120 Jewish familiesledy’s parents’ names were Samuel
and Helen, and she had two brothers named Fredadd. Unfortunately, Dodo died
when he was one and a half years old from pneumoHedy was the youngest of the
three. Samuel owned a large lumberyard and ogkeateinery. Her family was wealthy
and valued education, but Reteag had only one schbich went up to the seventh
grade. At age 10, Hedy and her brother Fred weretsea school in Dej and stayed with
their uncle. Dej was a big city that was eightesibway from Reteag. The transition
was difficult for Hedy. She was very attached év parents and hated being away from
them. She studied in Dej year-round and returnedehfor school breaks. She studied in
Dej until she was 14. To continue her educatioedydimoved to Gherla to live with her
aunt. Unfortunately, things didn’t work out in Glegrso at age 15, Hedy moved to Cluyj
to attend a Jewish high school.

Before the war started, Hedy and her family wetbamfox Jews. Every Friday
night, Helen would set the table with candles alogvérs, and they would celebrate
Shabbat. On Passover, they would eat matzah aedskl. On May '3 1944, early in
the morning police officers came banging on theword The police told them they were
to pack their belongings and come with them in anarhHedy and her family were sent
to a ghetto in the Bungher Forest. The ghetto ltb@@00 Jews and Hedy remembers
the ghetto being, “very, very uncomfortable.” Thevas little food and people were
getting sick and were starving. Hedy remembers-dewish family friends bringing
them food and Samuel refusing to eat it becaus&dt not kosher. One day, Fred and
one of his friends were planning to escape thetghesamuel pleaded with Hedy to go
with them but Hedy refused to leave her parentause she thought that if her parents
were sent to a concentration camp they would needhélp.

On June % 1944, Hedy and her family left the ghetto on éntraFor three days
and three nights she was crammed in a train cdr matlight. On the morning of June
6", the train stopped. Nobody knew where the traérs \going, but I'm sure nobody
expected that they would end up where they did;dideth camp of Auschwitz. When
she got off the train, the men and women were ség@rnto two different lines. Little
did Hedy know she would never see her father agbiedy spent several months in the
camp. She was tattooed and slept in a wooden withkfour other women and not one
blanket. Hedy felt as if she had lost her identitpn January 181945, the Nazis
evacuated the camp and took everyone on a “DeatlshVla She walked for two and a
half days carrying her mother, Helen, because she so sick. Hedy ended up in
Ravensbruck two days later. At this point, Hedlf hopeless and “didn’t feel like a
human anymore.” They were once again put on @&ndthin and sent to a concentration
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camp named Neustadt — Glewe. On M&Y 1045, the American Army liberated the
camp. A week later on May'9Helen died.

After the war, Hedy returned to Cluj to meet uphwiter brother Fred, who
evaded the camps. Fred did not know that Helendnedi and when Hedy told him, he
started to cry. Hedy was depressed and it wadiypdor her to return to Reteag without
her parents. She remained in a state of depreasitinshe met Ted Ordentlich. It was
literally “love at first sight.” At the party wherthey had met, Ted turned to Hedy and
told her he wanted to marry her. On Februaf) 2846, Ted and Hedy were married and
have now been married for 62 years. They haveetbeighters named Martha, Judy,
and Helen, and eleven grandchildren. They expdessamendous gratitude to this
country and greatly appreciate the opportunitieé they have been given in the United
States.

Hedy, as well as any survivor, is an inspiratiomisaall. Hedy told me to always
believe in myself. She said, “Sometimes life isdhaut you have to have faith in
yourself.” If Hedy endured something as horrityias the holocaust, we all can
withstand any challenge that we face in life. Wheave a problem, | will always think
of Hedy’'s words and believe in myself.
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By Karen Shein

“It Was a Frightening Time”

Jeanine Strauss was born in 1936 in Belgium. Hbefavas a salesman, and her
mother was a homemaker, who took care of theifdmgly. Jeanine had four sisters and
one brother, making a total of six children in family. Her three older sisters were born
in Germany, but because of the conditions thatldwish people had to live under with
the Nazis, her parents decided to leave Germangréefeanine was even born. Her
parents went straight to still unoccupied Belgiuamd there they moved the family
around a lot, always trying to find a better plémethem to live.

In 1942, Jeanine’s eldest sister, Ruth, who wa®aixat the time, was called on
by the Nazis to go to a “work camp.” Jeanine séithembers her father taking her sister
to the train and her mother crying, while all hdsliags watched as Ruth left them
forever. While her parents knew what was happetoriguth, Jeanine did not understand
at the time why her sister had to leave.

Meanwhile, the family was in constant fear, alwageving. To Jeanine as a
young girl, “it was a frightening time.” She remeeny her parents talking about how
some of their friends were committing suicide. @heheir friends just jumped out of a
window so he could escape the concentration caRrpsa their house, Jeanine’s family
could see trucks picking up Jews around the citye Tamily would climb through a
window to get out of the house just so the Nazisldmot see them and take them away.
Jeanine remembers going to the park for hours fhereint days to escape the rounding
up of their Jewish neighbors.

Shortly after, Jeanine’s parents decided it wa® timfind hiding spaces for the
younger children. Her mother knew the sister of sone who worked at a grocery store
and trusted her to hide Jeanine. Jeanine was amyykars old at the time when her
parents told her that she would be leaving homeeWhe new woman came to see
Jeanine for herself, Jeanine was skeptical anch"diitke the looks of this woman.” Due
to the fact that it must have been an incrediburnatic experience for her, Jeanine
blocked out from her memory the actual separatiomfher parents. All she remembers
is that her older sister took her by train to tHee§ers, the new family she would be
living with. The Sleegers family was Catholic anahsisted of the mother, father, and
their daughter, who was seventeen at the time #suw leappened to have the name
Jeanine. The Sleegers, for the most part, werekiedyto her. She recollects the doll she
received for her sixth birthday, which is the oty she remembers ever having. While
Jeanine became pretty close to the father and tewyghe was not as close with the
mother. The mother used to make Jeanine get okreas in front of the cross if she
lied. Although she did go to church regularly, Jearknew she was Jewish, and her
parents made the Sleegers promise that she wotlzeremnverted to Catholicism.
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Living with the Sleegers, Jeanine grew accustontetbdmbings all the time.

They would run to ditches outside and eventuallynfiban underground vault they could
go to. There was a factory across the street thatwmbed, and one time when they got
back to their house, it was completely destroyeelar¥ later, once Jeanine was already
married with kids, they went to look at mines amérine was unable to look into the
hole. Another instance occurred when they emptiedobol, and Jeanine could not look
inside it. She found this odd until the Sleegemm&do visit her in California and told her
that the bombing had left a big hole in place @irtihouse, and Jeanine finally realized
why she had a phobia of pits.

The Sleegers moved to Brussels and Jeanine codlthger stay with them. She
was put into a convent and lived on a farm for rhentAfter the convent, Jeanine was
taken to a Jewish home, but only spent a couplaaiths there. At this time, she was
already seven and a half years old. Jeanine wasappy at the Jewish home so she was
transferred to another place. There she lived atitler orphan children for two and a half
years. The staff at this place was rather harstherkids. She remembers once when she
wet the bed, the staff made her wear the wet shedigeakfast for everyone to see. If
any of the children lied, they were put into a péd black cellar. There was a little bit of
schooling at the “orphanage” and this was the tiimee Jeanine received any sort of
education.

While Jeanine was living with the Sleegers, hetthwg Joe, lived with another
family not too far from her. When Jeanine was tfamed to the home for orphans, her
brother was too, but did not stay there for longe Tamily he had been living with had
children who were already grown so they wanted @epkJoe. Hedi, one of Jeanine’s
older sisters lived in Brussels at this time incanle for teenagers. She would come visit
Jeanine, and during one of the visits, she infordeahine that their parents had been
taken with two of their younger sisters to Ausclawit

While Jeanine was living with the other orphang, $ister, Hedi, made contact
with their father’'s brother, Max. In 1947, the ungot papers together to have Hedi,
Jeanine, and Joe come to the United States. The tifrthem went from Belgium to
Paris, where they spent a night. Joe, who was oinlg years old at the time, tried to
escape that night they were in Paris, but JeamdeHedi got him back. It took about a
week for them to reach the United States, spedifidcdew York. They were kindly
welcomed by their uncle’s family, which includecethuncle, his wife, and their two
kids. Jeanine and her brother shared a room, wiat# shared a room with their cousin.
Jeanine was ten years old when they came overtartddsin the fifth grade. She ended
up living there for eleven years.

She met her husband, a survivor of a concentraaomp, in New York on a blind
date, and they eventually moved to California, \ehiiey had two sons. When the boys
were little, Jeanine and her husband did not wartalk about their experiences in the
Holocaust. It was not until the children were mudtler that Jeanine and her husband
shared their stories.

- 224 -



Nowadays, Jeanine still keeps in touch with thee@es daughter, Jeanine. The
Sleegers came to visit in 1976, and Jeanine toektto her temple for services, where
they were recognized as righteous gentiles. Jeanaigter, Hedi, got married, lived in
Baltimore, and had two sons. Unfortunately, she diagnosed with breast cancer and
passed away in 1999. Her brother, Joe, is her sibljng still alive and lives in New
York. Jeanine says she has no desire to go to Auscto see where much of her family
was murdered. While she often feels a sense df fguihaving survived while the rest of
her family was killed, she has tried to come togeewith what happened and live a
happy life full of family, friends, and her art.
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By Patricia and Inna Barilko

Faina Paverman is a remarkable woman who livedutiira regime of terror and
hate to tell her story. She now lives in Californat her story took place in Ukraine,
when it was still part of Soviet Russia. World Wathad started and the Nazis were
attacking everywhere. Faina tells the story of leh& and her family survived during a
time of great hardship.

Faina was born in 1929 in Kiev to a loving motifather, and brother four years
her elder. They lived in Kiev until Faina was threed then they moved to Mariupol,
Ukraine, where Faina grew up. Her father workea apiality assurance inspector in a
steel mill called Azovstal, or literally, “river cfteel.” Her mother was a mid-wife in the
local hospital and was stationed in the birthingdvadaina and her brother attended
school regularly and received high marks. Even ghotheir passports had a fifth line
that stated they were Jewish, they did not pradiiee religion, as was expected of
everyone in the USSR. Faina’s family had good i@hkatwith their neighbors and lived a
normal life in the city.

When the Second World War came to the Ukraine, m® really expected it to
overtake the whole country. Everyone thought thatRussian army would deal with the
Nazis before they reached their town or their citg.a cautionary measure, however, a
few cities, like Mariupol, dug trenches in orderstop the tanks that may try to attack the
city. Faina’s brother and father helped dig onehaf trenches outside of the city, and
were sure that the Nazis couldn’t get past it beeabe Russian army would take care of
the trouble long before those trenches would be.udewever, the Nazis came quickly
and brutally; they attacked from land, sea, and air

When the Nazi army started to come close to Malfjuper father knew about it
because the factory he was working in was beinguatad by sections. The army would
not come upon any weapon parts they would be ableseé. Faina’s family started to
gather their things because they received a natifin to prepare to leave any day. A few
days after that, on Octobel" 81941, Faina, twelve, walked outside to go to sthand
saw men on motorcycles coming down the street amthigg down anyone who was in
their path. The War had begun in Mariupol.

In the next hours, notifications were sent oubakr the city for all Jews to gather
their valuables and meet in a designated area.lldwestar was given to each person,
and all were forced to wear it. They were told tttety would be brought to a place
where they would work. Everyone knew that this wdobe a ghetto. On the T&f
October, Faina’s family and the others went tofileze where they would now reside,
which turned out to be an abandoned soldier’'s blstegEveryone was kept there without
food or drink. They would be followed at gun poytthe guards even when they went to
relieve themselves. After two days, everyone wabegad again and they were walked
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outside of the city, to the trenches that were egpg to prevent the coming of the army
that now had guns pointed at their backs.

When they reached the trenches, the Nazis tolgh¢dople to undress and put all
their clothes in a pile. At that point, all of tdews realized that they were to be shot and
that the trenches were to be their graves. Famat®r did not want to see his family die,
so he went to the front of the mass of people. lde ane of the first to be shot and he
was killed right before the eyes of his wife anddren.

As evening approached, Russian planes startedytovérhead and scared the
Nazi army. They decided to leave, and took thewiske prisoners to an abandoned barn
for cows, which was very long and had an exit dheziend. The people were left there
for the night again, without any food or drink. Eyene knew that they were to be shot
the next morning. The young people, however, becaeng agitated at the thought, and
decided to try to escape. There was only one gaiacting the barn, and whenever he
was at one end, people would open the door sligslity through, and run. The mentality
was that it didn’t matter if you were going to beught and shot in the back; you were
going to die tomorrow anyway.

Faina’s brother was one of the people who tookitruhis mind to try to escape.
He attempted to convince his very weak mother asdato escape as well, and after a
time, he succeeded. Faina and what was left ofdmeily gathered their strength, and
when the opportunity came, they took it and raniotat the cold and raining night. They
were outside of their city and lost; they didn'okmwhere to go, and didn’t know who to
turn to. They walked until they found a house, dadperately hoped that there would be
someone in there who could help them. A woman arexivéhe door, but instantly
warned them that Nazis’ were occupying her home, iarwas not safe to stay there.
Faina and her family asked for directions to Maoiupnd the woman pointed in a
direction. As that was their only place to go, tiséarted to walk, with no food or drink in
almost 3 days, in that direction for the whole nigh

Near the morning, they stumbled into their apartntamplex, and knocked on
their neighbors’ door. The neighbors answered,ibbuias the same answer again. The
Nazis had not only occupied their apartment, bsb abok over all of the empty ones,
including the one Faina and her family lived ineTdvoldiers were out for the time being,
however, and were able to give the family food anidk. With nowhere to go, they
decided to head to Rostov, a large city in Rusegre they would hopefully be safe.

They walked for two weeks and stayed in villageeroight, but never for long
because the Nazis were always there. At the beggnoii the third week however, Faina
was separated from her mother and her brother glarimeavy bombardment. She had no
choice but to assume they were dead and to continualone and now lost. She walked
in the direction they were following and came asrtise Donets River that she had to
cross, but there were no bridges or walkways acmsshe had to swim across. She
became very sick, but continued on, but that topss the river left her with chronic
bronchitis for the rest of her life.
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Eventually she reached Rostov on tfeof November, but everyone there was
already getting ready to leave; the city changeddbaconstantly and everyone
anticipated another take over of the city. Faineeddor the nearest refugee camp, but
everyone said it was no use since everyone wamgpav the next few days. However,
while she was there, she was interviewed by a tepovho took down her story in full,
because she had no one else to tell it to. It Wiasstory that was later published that let
her relatives know that she was still alive, eviethe rest of her family wasn’t. Faina
didn't know anything of this though, and after timerview, she was at a loss and
stressed to her limits, and all she could do wasdsbutside and cry.

While she was crying, a soldier on a motorcycle \Wwad had an ear shot off came
up to her and asked her what was wrong, and sHaieg&d her story to him. The soldier
knew that the Nazis were going to arrive at thg sdon, and took her on his motorcycle
to a train station. There he smuggled her into othe luggage carts that were heading
north, and left Faina there, with only the ideat tharth is where the rest of her relatives
would probably be evacuating to. She arrived intyio the north, but did not find her
relatives.

As she was looking, an educated man came up tarteiasked her about what
had happened and why she was alone. She told hirstdry and he turned out to be a
Jewish doctor from Ukraine, and he took her homéisowife and their two young
children. They housed her there for ten days, antetiow, out of the rags of the Jewish
community, they were able to find her better andme clothes since it was already
November. They were also able to scrounge up enmugtey to buy her a ticket for a
train to where her uncle lived, for she remembdrsdaddress, and enough food to last
her at least an amount of time. Then she was $ent o

Faina was on the train for a long time, but in tiedle of the journey, there was
a one hour break and she got off the train todiretvhile she was standing next to her
wagon, she heard an ear-shattering shriek, aneéduwm see her brother running toward
her. He quickly took her to their mother, who faithtupon seeing her daughter alive.
Faina’s mother was taken to a local medical fagiliut she quickly recovered and they
continued to travel on together. They finally maid® safety at Faina’s uncle, who was
relieved to see them alive, because he believaatita Faina survived.

Years later, after the war had passed, Faina anfhimdy returned to Mariupol to
find what was left of the city. It was mostly buwhdwn, including their house, in which
they only found a small mortar and pestle amongasiees. The family was given a
certificate for Faina’s father’s death, and when liv@ther finished school, he was taken
into the army. Faina also went back to school,emded up writing poems for her classes
about her experiences. She finished with top markkwent on to the Second University
in Russia to become a doctor. She now resideslifo@aa with her family and friends.
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DB AL dsrirn

By Rabindra Hayashi

| think what struck me most was his paintings. ##gays hear that a picture is
worth a thousand words, but what about emotionsybklat was the warm oranges,
maybe it was the reflection in the water, maybeas just the silhouette. | don’t think
I've ever been so astounded by paintings. His pajatwere more real than photographs.

Born with the name Ben Altman in 1912, Ben was $ba of a tailor and the
eldest of seven siblings. In his early years,ivedl in Czestochowa with his family. At
the age of twelve, he began working for his father tailor. Ben was a tailor from then
on and never had any other occupations. When Bewolder, he moved to Sosnowiec.
His reasons for moving were simple: he wanted &abraway from his father’s shop and
thought that business would be better in Sosnowhstd he was right. He continued to
live in Sosnowiec until the war, eventually gettmgrried and having a son.

Before the war, there were already anti-Semitictiseants. When Ben was
sixteen, someone hit him on the head with a bat Baough to hospitalize him. Despite
this, however, there was very little relationshiptvikeen the Jews and the non-Jews.
Most of the interaction happened in shops for essn Ben knew of Hitler's rise to
power and of what was happening in Germany befoegeNazis invaded Poland. While
he was worried about it, he worried about it in s$hene way a person would worry about
an interior issue of another country.

When the Nazis came, there was nothing to do. theofirst few days he hid, but
eventually people had to go out for groceries, vimrk, for day to day life. Nazis
changed life initially, but little by little life &égan normalize until Ben was eventually
taken by the Nazis.

Ben was taken to a ghetto. His ghetto life wasy &hort lived, however. A
single night and the next morning, the Nazis ordédren to go work. That morning was
the last time he saw his wife and son. The Namk him to a school building where the
windows were “boarded up... you couldn’t look outuymouldn’t look in.” There were
at least a hundred people with him. The next nmyrihe Nazis ordered him and the
others to line up abreast. From there, it was ecim#o the train station, where empty
cattle cars waited. The Nazis took everyone tovantwhere they stayed for three days.
There, everyone’s head was shaved. After thegnaw back in the camps, the middle of
their heads were shaved in order to make them emsity identifiable. After three days,
everyone was lined up like “horses at a marketlie Nazis picked out the people they
wanted, and Ben was sent to Klettendorf, a conagatr camp.

The rations at camps were horrible, almost comlyieteedible and totally

inadequate. Ben easily recalled the bad food @fcdmp, saying, “If you put that soup
out in front of a pig, it wouldn't eat it.” Duringis life in the camp, he never got used to
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the soup. He and his friend worked out a deal: Beuld give his friend the soup and he
would take his friend’s tiny slice of bread. Peopilvented contraptions to help divide
rations.

Other people, he remembers, would go into the &itctrash and cook potato
peels. They would cook them on the closest thivggdamp barracks had to a stove,
although it didn’t cook and it didn’'t warm the roemp. People died of hunger often.
Ben remembers, “You could talk to a man and advalfiour later, he was dead.”

Ben took me downstairs to his studio, and behistiaak of paintings, he pulled
out an oil painting. It depicted men sitting ardumtable with a device to measure bread,
each one with a shaven strip down his head. Imtidelle of the table, there was a piece
of bread, on which one man placed a strange, inigpedwdevice. Ben told me this was
the way they divided bread fairly.

Survival was very difficult. People were assignels despite the tiny rations,
and the jobs were assigned with a total disregapebple’s skills. Ben was a tailor, but
at camp, he was ordered to become a bricklayestearting barracks for more people.
Eventually, Ben began to volunteer illegally in tb@mp’s tailor shop, but he kept it
quiet. Ben says, “I tried to get away, to make effymvisible. To not be there. This is
how | survived.”

During his time in the camp, Ben received somethiaty shocking: a package
from his wife. Somehow, against all odds, she foashd out to which camp Ben had
been housed, obtained a paper and pencil (nobotheitamps was supposed to have
pencil or paper) and sent him a package.

At this point, the telephone rang. Ben got up tevaar the phone, and spoke a
few words in a language | didn’'t understand. Whengot back, he told me that it was
his friend of fifty years. He calls everyday to keasure Ben is okay. He told me,
“That’s what friends are for, you see.”

Inside the package was a loaf of bread. Insideldakof bread was what was
truly remarkable: a letter from his wife. The omdgmmunication in all his years in
camps was a letter hidden inside of a loaf of bredas wife and child died when they
were in concentration camps.

Ben took me to another room and showed me a waderéde asked me if | knew
what it was. |told him I didn’t, and he told m&he watercolor showed a man sleeping,
a fence, and a child in drowning in a river. Thiere@ man trying to reach through the
fence to save the child, but he has no way to re&®n told me that it was a dream he
had: he dreamed that his son was drowning andhthatas stuck behind a fence. He
tried to reach for his son, but he could not relaich. Ben told me that this was how he
knew his son died during the war.
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May 8th, 1943. The war was over, but Ben wasistid camp. The people in the
camps didn’'t know what to do. There were no Germaus there were no Russians
either. Some people said that they should walkyaagfree people, but there was no
place to go. There were no Russians in sight tiilsecond day after the Germans left.
They were liberated and given a speech by a Russiatain, promising freedom. There
was one thing the Russian captain said: “If yoo'dwork, you don't eat.”

The Russians made their headquarters in an old &ewitla. When the Russians
came, the Germans had left. The town was complateiyndoned, and people moved into
the old German houses. As Ben says, “We made oessebmfortable.” Ben and one of
his friends met two Russian officers, who were cmiantally Jewish. They didn’t speak
much Yiddish, but Ben and his friend were ablexpl&n that they were Jews who had
just been liberated. The Russian officers told Bed his friend to come that night to the
officer's room. When they approached the winddwve officers signaled to let them in
and were offered drinks. Then the officers begaask them what they were doing and
what they wanted to do. Ben and his friend exgdithat they were both tailors, and
they wanted to open the shop. The officers saad was no problem. Because the
Germans had left the villa, everything was abandpnecluding the SS warehouse. It
was easy to take whatever one wanted from the wassh When they went through the
warehouse, there were sewing machines. And so,aBdrhis friend opened a shop in
that villa. They were limited to doing only workrfofficers - special permission was
required for private work. Ben worked for the Raas for four months, living in the
villa with his friend and his second wife, whom et in the camp. After that, he
returned to Poland to find whoever he could.

When he returned to Poland, he found two of hishers who had been liberated
a half year earlier. Ben took them to the Russ@mp and continued to work for the
Russians and was given documentation indicatingdred for them. He continued to
work for the Russians, but didn’'t want to stay imldhd. He waited until New Year’s
Eve of 1946 to make his move. Ben, with his secaifd, planned to cross the border
illegally onto the American side that night. OnviN&ear’s, “the guards had been
celebrating so they didn’t think that anybody wasng on New Year’s in the middle of
the night to cross the border. We did. And wessed the border in to Eastern
Germany. Rightinto the arms of the German Pdlice.

Ben was captured by the German Police and subjéctederrogations. He had
cousins in Munich, so he told them that he was ingafbr Munich. The German police
didn’t object, and after Ben gave them a bottld?ofish whiskey, they let Ben and his
wife go. Ben says, “They knew we would be caughthe Russian Zone.” And they
were right: Ben and his wife were caught at thedbo between the Russian and the
American zone.

Ben was caught by the secret Russian police. “Tlapted to interrogate
somebody, so they let that person fall asleep, Wake him up, took him out and started
interrogating him.” They kept him in a cell forveeek first. Finally, on that Saturday
night they began to interrogate him. Ben was takéman office. There was an officer
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at the desk, where all of Ben’s possessions layrofront of him on the desk. The first
guestion the officer threw at Ben was a politicaéstion: “Why do you want to go with
the Americans?” Rather than answering the questi®emn countered with another
guestion. He asked, “What Americans? | don’t kraowy Americans. I'm going to the
Germans!” He told the officer that he had a sist@vlunich from whom he had become
separated and that he wanted to see her.

Ben asked the officer, “Can you blame me?” Theeffcouldn’t anywhere with

Ben. The officer asked him, “Don’t you know you're®t supposed to go to the
Americans without a permit?” When Ben had beenkimgr for the Russians as a tailor,
he had been given a slip of paper with an offi®aissian stamp. To this day, Ben
doesn’t know what the paper said. Ben took theaisd told him that it was his permit.
It had a Russian stamp, and Ben was freed. Hetoldsto return to Poland. Ben,
however, refused to leave, and demanded that lieslvei freed as well. He stood firm,
and his wife was freed too.

At one o’clock in the morning they crossed the leorduring the first week of
January. Ben told me, “We walked in a snow-coveaigdand we didn’t know where to
go. We had nowhere to go.” They trudged throdghdnow and came across a train
station. They thought they were on the right trackl continued on, encountering a
bakery. Ben went to the door and knocked on thedyadoor at 3am, knowing he was
going to wake up someone up. A man opened up thdow above him and yelled
down to him, asking him what he wanted. Ben tald that they needed food, and the
baker asked not if he had money, but if he had gsanfood stamps at this time were
worth more than German Marks, but Ben had Marken Bld the baker that he had
stamps anyway. The baker came down and offerésd rBen and his wife took the rolls,
but when he tried to pay for them, the baker dign#n want the money. They wandered
the town a little longer until they came acrosestaurant and knocked on the door. He
told them there that they had just been freed hag would like some coffee. The man
in the restaurant gave them some tea, and afterBba and his wife returned to the train
station.

At the train station, there was a large crowd alyegetting ready to board, and
the trains were the same as before: cattle cardy tw, Germans were getting on too
because they were refugees as well. The trairiaa@mother town, where Ben and his
wife disembarked. Ben couldn’'t speak much Gernian, his wife could. His wife
befriended a German woman and she told them thartdier to get to Berlin, one needed
to buy a ticket. The woman promised to buy a ti¢keBen and his wife.

The next day, they found out where the Americapldised persons camps were.
Ben doesn’t remember how he and his wife arrivethatDP camps. For seven weeks,
they lived there and Ben opened a tailor shop. tMefsigees didn’t want to work, so
when Ben asked for permission, the men at the DRpoaere surprised. Ultimately,
however, he opened his shop. As Ben said, “It 'tidst very long,” because Ben left
shortly after for West Germany. He asked permissmogo to the Western Zone and it
was granted.
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In the Western Zone of Germany, Ben and his wifeléal in another DP camp.
They left quickly for Munich, where Ben searched Fos cousin. Finally, he found
someone who knew his cousin, and made contactcadisin took Ben and his wife in.
His cousins, who had come illegally from Poland datl been hiding, knew many
people from Munich. Ben, however, could not staghwis cousins forever, and went to
the Jewish Committee. The head of the committeg avanan Ben had worked for in
Sosnowiec. He recognized Ben, and assisted Bdindmg housing for Ben and his
wife. Ben opened up another store in Munich, sgatihdid pretty good in Munich.” Ben
stayed in Munich until he received his chance tme®o America in 1949.

Ben paused and asked me, “Have you been to New?Yovkhen | told him that
| hadn’t, he told me “Then you haven't seen thesetap of the Statue of Liberty... It's a
good sight. You come from Europe and you see thtu& of Liberty and you know you
are in America.”

In August 1949, Ben and his family, which, by ttime included a son, arrived in
New York. Ben didn’t speak any English, statingwas a mute!” His cousins helped
him get housing and set up shop in America aslartaHe didn’t stay in New York for
very long. Ben and his wife ended up in San Fisotci

In San Francisco, there were a lot Jews, but méshem had come from
Shanghai. Ben still didn’'t speak English, but henaged to set up a shop anyway. He
lived in downtown San Francisco near his tailorpshehich he ad for seventeen years.
Eventually, he went to work for another men’s stor&nion Square. Ben worked there
for thirteen years, until he retired. After heined, he began his painting. Ben has been
living and painting in San Francisco ever since.

Ben has many more paintings, not all about his eapees in the Holocaust. For
example, he has a whole set of watercolors frorddier on the Roof’ and has some oil
paintings of scenes from the Torah. Ben explaiteedne that he likes to create oil
paintings because they last forever. They stay vty are. Ben continues to paint.
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ity Lot

By Siobhan Twomey

On February 24, 1924, Linda Breder was born io@ov to a family consisting
of a merchant father, house mother, three brotlzerd,one sister. The family had been
living on Main Street of the Czechoslovakian tovwmce the 17th century. The Orthodox
Jewish family attended synagogue regularly and mexgerienced any conflict with their
Christian neighbors. Linda attended school witidshts of both faiths, which was not
surprising considering difference in beliefs wagserean issue for the children.

However, this peace between neighbors was disdurb2939 when the Stropkov
Town Council fell into control of the anti-Semitidlinka Party. At age 14, Linda was
thrown out of school, her father’s leather business liquidated, and their family was
sent to the outskirts of town. New laws emergediresj the Jewish people specifying
that they could not own property or live on Mairre®t; ultimately relocating these
families and putting 4 or families in one shackls@forced to bear a yellow Star of
David, this was the first time religious differesogere apparent to Linda and her friends.

On March 26, 1942, the first deportation to Ausithvgent Linda and the other
girls from their town to the concentration camp @att® hours away. Told they would be
working to make money to support their now struggylfamilies, many of these young
women, including Linda, did not pack any persorebhgings for the trip.

Upon arrival at Auschwitz, Linda saw beautiful fdotories” and “factories”
where she thought she would be working. She woodeh dearn that these were barracks
with up to 1,000 girls in each and the “factori@gre, in fact, crematories. Entering the
iron gate of the camp, Linda along with about 60sgiere put into a room “like laundry
or luggage would be packed.” However, Auschwitt mibt only host Jewish people, but
it placed them in the same category and confinem&@erman criminals.

Daily life consisted of being woken up by Germdmsth a bang,” already
dressed in the clothes given to them, which wereeimeld Russian military uniforms.
With no stockings or undergarments, Linda wore-iidested attire to work on the frozen
fields where she had to spread manure. The weatheifreezing and those who fell ill
were “sentenced to death.” While suicide tooklihes of several prisoners, Linda never
felt this temptation. She recalls a girl livingtvidiabetes surrendering to her disease by
jumping from the window of the 2nd floor of her mek. With news arriving only every
2 or 3 months, as far as Linda knew she could b&ee the next day, so she continued
living and working with hope as her only motivationShe lived by the thought
“Somebody has to be alive in the end, so why nd2’m@f 90,000 Jews at Auschwitz,
10% survived, and only 5 from Linda’s hometown dafokov lived beyond the
concentration camp.
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Linda practiced and perfected the routine of wgkip early, fighting off others
to get any water and food, and working in the canfiglds. On Sundays, the prisoners
were given the slightest gift of not having to worlon these days, if it was hot, Linda
would go to the roof of the barracks and try td #ie lice from her uniform. Not only
were her clothes filthy, but she also slept witl $ilgoes on because people would steal
the shoes of others. She also had to hold onrtoeldebowl that would get her any soup
and tea. If it were stolen, there would be no foodrinks.

After three years of this lifestyle, Linda Bredeas liberated by the Russians on
May 5, 1945. However, this was not the end ofdtrrggles. Poland was still occupied
by Nazis so the freed Jews walked for a month énsttow to Berlin. Unfortunately, for
Linda, none of her family, except her sister, sugdi. It took a while to recover from the
damage caused by years of not working or goingctwoa, and the psychological
recovery is likely eternal, but Linda got througheoof the darkest times the world has
experienced. Today she lives in San Francisco héhhusband Fred Breder, also a
Holocaust survivor.
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7 7
By Noah St. James

The rise of Nazi Germany was filled with villaingyt it was also a time of heroes. Out of
the war emerged heroes from every country: sold@ostors, and even regular citizens who
helped hide those being hunted--but one class af, Mehich must never be forgotten, is the
survivors. Lea Grinberger, an 82-year-old widowa survivor.

Born in 1926, Lea grew up somewhere in West Czslokakia. During her childhood
there were many occupations — she recalls her dovatl being occupied by Hungary — so even
now she does not know quit where she grew up. Leatwo school until 1941, when the
Hungarians occupied her small town, and Jews wedetlhey were no longer allowed to attend
school. In only a few weeks, the neighboring towdewish population was gathered up and
taken away and among that group was one of Leass foends. The Hungarian army later
drowned her friend.

On April 14, 1941, all of the Jews in Lea’s towen told to be ready by morning to be
taken somewhere else. The next morning all of élésh population of the town was taken to the
Jewish synagogue and brought onto cattle train, aed the others, were taken 30 kilometers
away from their village and brought to the ghettioeve there was nothing but tents. The tents
were made of only a few poles for support andaod. fbhere were no walls or sides to them and
the cold weather was bitter.

Sleeping under these tents, with only the clothesheir backs to protect them from the
cold, Lea and her family stayed in the ghetto fevgeeks. Lea turned 18 here, while she and the
rest of the family waited for news of what was gpon in Europe. When they finally left the
ghetto, it was only to be herded back into theleatar, only this time with more people,
hundreds of people. After two or three days onpheked and cramped train, they arrived at
Auschwitz.

The last time Lea ever saw her grandfather, fathed brother occurred when they
stepped off of the train, for soon after all ofrthevere divided up by gender. She went with her
mother to the camp, and as they got there theydcsmé the fires and the incinerators.

That night Lea and her mother were taken to bR&zKThe blocks were not city blocks as
there are now, but instead they were long, colther# buildings. Dozens of these overcrowded
buildings stretched the camp and made up the barfac the prisoners. With no food and no
room to lie down, no knowledge of where she wawlwat was going on, Lea could not sleep. At
around 2:00am hundreds of prisoners were takewfahie blocks and lined up outside, standing
at attention until they were told otherwise. Hoofsvaiting in line, no one allowed to sit or leave
until the guard came by with the little piece obdiothey were given for the day: a slice of bread,
some water, and if they were lucky a small piececbéese. Constantly visible was the
crematorium. The smell produced from it was alntosic to the prisoners. After a time, Lea
asked the guard of their block “ ‘What is that?hdAshe was told it was her parents, ‘The smoke
is your parents.’”

This was how she lived, constantly afraid of wteine next, always aware that she could
be the next of many victims of the crematorium. & aware of her possible fate, “You see the
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fence, and you see body hanging on the fence,ttrearrow a second one.” Lea was taken to
Nuremberg. The camp was out from the city and waesa the street from the cemetery. The
area surrounding the camp was constantly bombandtdbombs from the airplanes passing
overhead.

“They [the Jewish prisoners] don't go to the bunki¢ was inside the block and then the
planes were [passing] and — and — Bombing. We dadmaothing. No, we — we hoped and
everything, maybe they know we are here and theyamabing us. One morning in May '50— we
are in the bed, and somebody look out small windowshe roof and— one woman she looked.
We are free. Oh, we are free. Look, look, evedyblmok. You know, there was a forest, and
you see from forest like — how to tell you — likeetpeople. Much, much, much people, and they
come in here to us and they go to the Germans. Gdrenans were — they was in another —
different street of us. You are free [they saifou go. You go. They opened the gates — some
people they go to the Germans' building and froemmkitchen was bread —everything was there.
Peoples with me, we go to the city to see whatavedn. The[re] would be help for everybody.”

Finally, after years away from home and subjectrieel and inhuman conditions in
concentration camps, Lea was home, “In June whemle to go home in Budapest, | heard my
mother's alive. My brother and my father passedyaavaeek before celebration.” But rather than
leave her home town and travel to America, as thieican soldiers tried to convince her to do,
Lea decided to stay and help to rebuild the lifehef city. Lea stayed for years, but once again
Lea was faced with hard times as her husband ofymaars died and Lea, having no more
family in her home town moved to Israel to be witr daughter.

Lea is one of many internment camp survivors eftlolocaust. Not all of life is fair, and
you try to take what you are given in stride, he holocaust is not something that can be taken
lightly. Lea and the other survivors lived throumie of the world’s darkest hours, and in this jet-
black, starless night found the courage to keepimgotowards the sunshine. Years later they still
have to live with the memories of this tragedy; L@ae of the unsung heroes of the Holocaust.

- 244 -



i Harrisen

By Mindy Xu

| was given the opportunity to learn more aboutlHodocaust this spring. At first
| thought maybe... but this was a once in a life topportunity and | had just learned of
the Rape of Nanking at school. This encouraged mesalve my curiosity about
similarities and differences in various tragedi@®tighout history. What started out as a
small interest, turned into my full involvement whiemeet, and interviewed, a survivor
named Luna Harrison. No materials | have read soirfahistory class could have
prepared me for this meeting. | was so nervougdi’'dknow where to begin. How can |
ask someone to revisit their horrid memories ofiledocaust? But no matter what | was
determined to get her story and not lose it tovived where no one will hear it, thus
never learning the tragic misdeeds of the Holocaust

Luna was born an only child April 22, 1934 to Refiknd Morris. In May 1940,
the German army invaded the Netherlands, resulting progressively more helpless
living conditions for the family and the rest ofetdews in Holland. Luna, as were all
Jews, was deprived of her freedoms, little byditfrorced to wear the distinctive star at
all times, the children and schoolmates she knaviest to shun her and even treated her
with contempt. She remembers, at times, takingtheoff her clothing and making faces
at Nazis.

It was late at night when a loud pounding awoka&d.drom her slumber. She
knew at once it was the Gestapo, the secret pthiae work under the Nazi regime.
Luna’s family packed what they could and got intarack which drove them to the
building, Theatre Joodse Schouwburg. At that piimtas clear to Luna that they were
all prisoners. Luna was separated from her paremishad to sleep in a child’'s size bed
that was too small for her. Her family and otherst jike them were contained for a few
weeks before being deported.

It was August 1943, when Luna, age 9,boardedcHitte train to the transit
camp, Westerbork with her family and countless i&hat arrival, her shoes where taken
away and replaced with wooden shoes. She was thiemio a barrack that was very
unsanitary. The camp was very crowded and ofteagifnod supplies was short so many
starved. Luna remembered during the stay at Westertthat she had complained she
was hungry and she would sort through piles of togpeels to look for a whole one. A
Dutch friend said she knew a place where they cplddt radishes, but the effort was
futile since they had no seeds or roots to plagt an

In the camp there was a room where a small stagel;sfewish prisoners would
put on cabaret shows so life would seem more toleraThere was also a little building
where a few things were taught to emulate a sehsermalcy but that was impossible
when the next day children came to class and eshlia few more students had
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disappeared. Luna was friends with a little girmeal Stella, one day she was being
picked on and Luna said to Stella’s bullies, “Whet you picking on her for?” Luna’s
time at Westerbork was a blur and much of it shesdd remember but she does
remember the last day at Westerbork. “The lastatayesterbork, people were grouped
up. The man that was separating us shouted ‘Yow,aym you are going to Auschwitz’
“reminisced Luna. Luna and her family where goiagBergen-Belsen but Albert, a boy
whose parents were friends with Luna’s parentshemdtrush, was sent to Auschwitz. At
that moment Luna knew Albert was going to die. Ehbad been rumors circulating
Westerbork that the camp was a death camp. Althdghrumors went around, Luna
claims she never heard them but knew when Albes piaked for Auschwitz she’d
never see him again. The day before they were takety, Albert teased Luna about the
way she walked, pigeon toed. Luna said, “He salll hlhe sense to joke when we both
knew he was going to die.” Luna had researche@rlto see if he was still alive after
her escape; upon the list of those dead at Ausezlwas his name.

Luna and her family were transported by cattle ¢am$ Westerbork to Bergen-
Belsen on September 15, 1944. Just a few montes Aatne Frank arrived in Bergen-
Belsen from Auschwitz. As we now well known, Anniedlin the camp after just two
weeks from the disease Epidemic Typhus, which &killens of thousands of inmates
before the camp was liberated by the British Arflyone part, Luna remembered being
transferred from the “neutral camp” within Bergeal&n, and that she and her parents
were then forced to walk naked, take a shower ralogdated from the “star camp” where
conditions were somewhat more tolerable. Even saalhas memories of sleeping on a
bunk bed above her mother, but that the mattressthia, filthy, and covered a few
planks of wood. The blanket smelled bad but shd iige cover her face from the stench
of the burning of the dead at Bergen-Belsen cren@atét time, Luna’s mother had a
chance to wash Luna’s hair at a cold water faubev@ a basin. At other times, Luna
remembers inmates relieving themselves over a lditgh. Luna became very ill at one
point, with liver disease, and running a high febert believed her live was saved
because her loving mother was there next to hentdd through out it all. They also had
some relief from their starvation. Bergen- Belsexd lone meal a day, and, one rare
occasions, a few Red Cross packages got througkrgag some mean and other items.

Out of the ten thousand Bergen-Belsen inmates wdw bheen assured by the
Nazis that they would eventually be released arahaxged, only Luna’s group of 146
made it out. In March of 1945, Luna and her paréetsrd the incredible news that they
were to be released from Bergen-Belsen. This nesisided the exchange between n
German civilian prisoners and the mainly Turkislsg@ners, or Jewish inmates with
Turkish citizenship, who were to be released to d&wme Luna and her parents were
evacuated from Bergen-Belsen, first by train vianblger and Denmark to Gothenberg,
Sweden. From there, Luna and her family went bp shiLiverpool, Britain (were they
were not allowed to disembark) and finally on ttafbul where they arrived in April
1945. Some of the memories Luna has of that emaltipariod of her life include that
while she was traveling on the train, someone hérte an orange, and not realizing
how to eat it, she ate the peel and all. Luna tkbme that she remembers the name of
the ship that sailed her to Istanbul, “Drotninghdldnd finally, from the memory of the
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11 year old Luna, she think that at the time ofrthelease, her parents weighed no more
than 60 or 70 pounds, and Luna was told to throwyaker little blue sweater that was
covered in lice.

The family took a boat to England from Sweden basmit let ashore because the
English didn’t want Jews to come in to England rafte war. The whole time Luna was
on the boat, she was exuberant about leaving tmg.c8he later landed on Burgas, one
of the Princess Islands and went to a childrenfsavhile her parents when to an adult
camp. There, the food was abundant and Luna’srféthe to slap food out of her hands
from eating too much or else her stomach wouldtbtiFsom hell to paradise” exclaimed
Luna. Her mother taught her to swim on the islanenethough they were still a little
weak from malnutrition. It was one of Luna’s hagpimemories.

Right after Luna left, the conditions at Bergendgel got much worse as there
was no water, and no food. They were exchangec tiwecks before the camp was
liberated by the British. The exchange was fundgéio American Jointed Distribution
Committee. The American Jointed Distribution Contegtdisclosed 142 Jews released
in an exchange for an equal number of interned @eraivilians were permission to get
off the boat at Istanbul, Turkey. The committeedpfair everything from hotel rooms to
transportation costs. Even though Luna was bordddland, she wasn’'t a Dutch citizen
because her father had duel citizenship. Luna whsrkish citizen, which is one of the
reasons Luna and her family were able to maketit ldar father, Michon was born in
England even though his parents were Turkish. Laomamunicated with her parents in
many languages: with her mother, she spoke Freaich, and Ladino a medieval
Spanish.

Luna moved back to Amsterdam after the war and iethrdohn Harrison, an
American who was in the military-- he played piaaod jazz. They got married in
Germany and had a baby boy, Dana, before movimptatello, Idaho. Luna first took a
boat from Bremerhaven, Germany to New York where tlen flew to Salt Lake City
and was driven to Pocatello. Luna later on hadrarsomed Leslie. She then separated
from her husband and moved to San Francisco wineréearned English. She has taken
classes at San Francisco State University and livéite Bay Area ever since.

Luna has been approached by many people, includatg University, to share
her story and Dr. A. Jurgens, a historian. Dr. égéns tried to contact Bergen-Belsen
children survivors and found Luna. Luna began joas she told me how she asked who
else survived and the historian replied two, Lund Esie Cohen, a boy Luna knew.

Towards the end of the my interview with Lunaeit fike my mind was bombed.
Usually I'd try to put my feet in other people sband try to understand what they are
feeling. What Luna has told me made me realize uld/imever know how it really felt
unless | was there. She made the Holocaust raaktaot like something you read in a
book where it's just another time and space. Adl @vents Luna has experienced made
me see what a beautiful person she is. Even ththegmemories are painful, she revisits
them to give us another reason on why evil likeHlodocaust should never be repeated.
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Covitbn  Toovnd ot

By Shelby Getsla

Adolf Hitler represented a great new source of avithe world known as the
Nazis. Nazis terrorized Jews and many others farsybefore World War Il began in
1939. Cecilia Kornbluth, a survivor of the Holochusas 17 when the Nazis marched
into her hometown of Vienna, Austria. It was 193®lahe vividly recalls the day the
marched in, “The people welcomed the Nazis. Thexewigns saying, ‘Welcome’.” Not
everyone was welcoming of the Nazis, which couldséen clearly on the streets of the
city. “They broke shop windows and that’'s how ymew. The owners were Jewish.”

School was not easy either. During the first fewnthe of the Nazis’ occupation
in Vienna, Cecilia says, “We didn’t go to schoot Bofew weeks. I'd stay home to help
my mother and do chores.” Finally, after a few weegchool opened again. Cecilia
recalls her first day back, “We had to use the isenentrance. It was a little
embarrassing.” Cecilia knew that most of the o#tadents, who were not Jewish, would
shun her and her friends. One day, a non-Jewislcame to the table in the class where
Cecilia was. “We said, ‘What are you doing? Youwj#t in trouble.” She said, ‘I don't
care. Let them see.”

When the Nazis invaded, most thought that they d/qudt pass through. Cecilia
thought, “We didn’t think it would be that bad. WigIn't think that it would be that bad.”
Cecilia lived with her parents and three brothétsr father was a former soldier of the
Austrian Army. Her father’s former career and havithree brothers made it very
dangerous to live in the city. “It was more dangesrto be a man. They would collect the
men and send them away. Some didn’t come back.”

One night, the Nazis came for Cecilia’s father. “@éild hear them coming up
and we knew that we had to be quick.” Cecilia’séathid in the bedroom. He laid down
on the feather mattress and Cecilia fluffed theéhes around him to make the bed look
empty. “As soon as | finished [the soldiers] cameTihere were a few of them.” Cecilia
pretended that she had been sweeping the floor.NHzés began to search the home.
“One checked under the bed and my heart was ratiggt even more scared when he
checked under the bed again.” Cecilia thought toe ghat they would be caught and
they would find her father. Luckily, the Nazis lefthe family knew the Nazis would be
back, so they hid her father with a non-JewishftieHe was safe for now. “The Nazis
told us that we had a week to move out. We took tdm necessities and left the rest in
the apartment. We went to my aunt’s house.”

The Nazis began to ‘collect men that were invdlven Jewish power
movements—including one Cecilia’s brothers. Celliarother knew he had only two
choices-- to run from the Nazis knowing that theyuld take his father instead or stay in
Vienna and hope that they would leave his fathenal He stayed. After the Nazis had
come for her brother, he was sent to two diffek@mps. “They made them all line up.
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They'd point you to the left or right. To the lefipu would be killed. To the right, you
would be sent to work.” He was sent to the rightis‘job was to carry out victims.” He
was able to get out of the camp, by earning aneapigeship in England. He was sworn
to silence and did not tell anyone what he had,deeard, or done for 11 months.

Unfortunately, her father was not safe for londteA her brother was released
from Buchenwald, her father and mother were seiifrémce where her father died. Her
brother was sent to Auschwitz Camp. “They said iegl df a heart attack. My father
never had heart problems. There’s no way he coaNe ldied of a heart attack.” Her two
remaining brothers fled to other countries.

Cecilia knew that she, too, had to flee to stayealCecilia arranged to cross the
Austrian border to Switzerland to join one of heothers. Cecilia was somewhat
surprised when she found out that the man who Helg cross the border was of
German descent . “The Swiss police told him, ‘Daldtthis. Helping those people is too
dangerous.’ He said, ‘If | don’t do it, who will/And thank God he did.” Cecilia also
recalled the story of her aunt, and family, herimeot sister, in hiding. “They hid in the
forest. There was a man who helped her survive.V&gethere for years, hiding. One
day, he stopped. He said it was too dangerous Btw.did survive.” Cecilia’s mother
was one of ten children, only three survived.

Once Cecilia was in Switzerland, she stayed tifi@renine years. “[The Swiss]
didn’t want us there, but there was nowhere toligwas nine years of nothing.” Cecilia
stayed in Switzerland for nine years from 1938-19aie of Cecilia’s brothers was able
to go to the United States. Cecilia took her padspdiich had been stamped with a ‘J by
the Nazis in Austria and returned it to the Gerreambassy, and began to get ready to
leave for America with stateless documents. By time, Cecilia was married and had
one son, George. It took two years to get to Anaeric

Cecilia arrived in New York in 1947. She was tweséven years old. She
recollects her time in New York. “I liked New Yolut my brother told me once he came
to America we could move to California. He told mat to get stuck in New York.” One
thing that she was grateful for that happened iw Nerk, “I ran into one of my old best
friends from Austria. She was one of the top stiglenthe school we went to.”

Cecilia, her husband, and son moved to San Fiamdis 1949 and became
citizens. She has lived there ever since. Whenhgags about people who deny the
Holocaust, she says, “What happened? What happgenety family, then? More than
thirty people dead. If it didn’t happen, how digyhdie? It's ignorance. The people who
say that are ignorant. They are in denial abouithele thing.” Cecilia loves the United
States, especially San Francisco. She says, “litovere because | have the freedom to
have a life.” She has increasing hope for futu \@hat it may hold. She holds hope that
her son will never go through what she and her lfachd. “I love my son so much.
There are times when | look at him and | see miyeflatHe is so much like my father.”
She hopes that nothing like the Holocaust will dvappen again. She says, “l appreciate
they keep the memory alive. | was lucky. | feelré® hope for the world.”
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By Gladys Martinez

The Holocaust was the killing of over six milliQlewish people during World
War Il. It was a program of extermination planreeti accomplished by the National
Socialist regime in Germany led by Adolf Hitler. thwas it all for? Greed? Power?
Hate? The loss of a life is not a trivial thing.dey life contributes to the world in a small
way. The millions that were killed didn’t have tbhance to be major. But they were
intelligent people with intelligent relatives. Thewish people left angels on Earth - those
angels are the survivors of the Holocaust who lisado show the world the hardships
they went through. In February, | interviewed a aekable woman named Cecilia
Kornbluth. She was one of the many Jews that strige something better. Many people
who knew that the war was worth fighting helped fdris is her story.

Cecilia grew up in a loving Jewish family. Theyreeeligious and they went to
the synagogue. She lived in Vienna, Austria, alath her parents and three brothers.
She had two older brothers and one younger bro@ecilia and her brothers went to
good schools and they received good marks. Cestilidied English for a semester, and
she disliked it completely! But Cecilia was carefi@nd she enjoyed life as it was. Then,
when Cecilia turned seventeen, the Nazis came &iridu When the Nazis entered the
city of Vienna, they were greeted as heroes. Yoomragn and women cheered for the
Nazis. The children were very enthusiastic. Husbal wives held their children as the
soldiers passed by. They smiled politely and cliealeng.

Then things began to happen. They began to sehechouses in Vienna. One
day, as the family was at home, there was a gndtk at the door. Cecilia would never
forget that knock. The whole family knew that thedsers were searching for strong
Jewish men. Cecilia grabbed the broom and operedrdnt door. The soldiers walked
in. The soldiers kicked everything with their baot$ien pointed at things with their
guns. The soldiers left and that day, the soldiest home empty handed. Her father had
hidden inside the feather mattress in the room. Sdidiers checked many times under
her bed. Her father had hidden himself in the stgfiof the mattress to remain free.
Cecilia and her family knew that the soldiers hadh@en satisfied. So, they gathered up
what they could carry. They took a few beds andkinet of things. They moved out of
their house because it belonged to the city ang khew for sure that the Nazis would
return. Scared and tired, Cecilia and her famitlwad at her aunt’'s house. They weren’t
welcomed warmly that day. The neighbors looked therthe eye and said: “We don't
want any more Jews here.”

Usually, people would be crowding in the strebis, when the Nazis marched,
people avoided being near them. All Jewish storeiewlosed. Temples were destroyed.
Cecilia was thankful that she wasn’'t branded a®ropieople were-she didn’t have to
wear the yellow Star of David on her clothes. Whka applied for a passport in Vienna,
the government gave her the middle name of Saratin@the war, the name Sarah was
given to all Jewish women to identify them, andytseamped on a big J on her passport
to signify that she was of the Jewish faith. Thaests really made Cecilia think. Were the
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Nazis trying to make Jewish people feel ashametesf own culture by treating them so
badly? There were signs on the benches in the phdtsead in bold letters: No Jews
Allowed. Jewish people couldn’t even use the matnamces of places.

To protect the family, Cecilia’s parents encourhfer and her brothers to move.
Her older brother listened to their parents andl fle Switzerland and France. The
younger brother only left so that his father's Ilifouldn’t be in jeopardy. But her
younger brother was caught and put into a condemtra&amp. He was relocated to
Auschwitz. Afraid of what happened to his son, G&'si father fled to France, where he
was caught by Nazi forces and put into a conceatratamp. Her brother was twenty-
one when he was in Auschwitz. He saw the peoplegbkrought in. He saw when the
people were lined up and sent in two different wayis job was to carry the victims.
Who knows what other evils his eyes saw? No onergdes to see another innocent life
being taken away.

Then, Cecilia discovered that her father was déae. Nazis had written on the
death papers that her father had died of a he@atkatn a concentration camp. In her
heart, Cecilia knew that it was untrue. But whaildesshe do? She didn’t have a tomb to
visit. So what she did was go to America. She néedd anything against any German
people because a brave policeman helped her d¢ressotder and carried her across into
Switzerland. The man who guided her was Germanhantelped her even though his
own life was at risk. The police knew he was daingnd they advised him to stop. He
helped how he could. She arrived in New York knayithat she had to work.
Unfortunately, Cecilia got sick. She came down wiita measles and wasn’t able to go to
her first day of work in a lampshade factory. Slaene in 1947 to build a life with
freedom.

She was married and had a beautiful and hardwgrkimld named George.
George was born in Switzerland. Cecilia was ablgabhim United States citizenship
and he attended UC Berkeley. From New York, Ceaitid her little family moved to the
city of San Francisco in 1949.

| was very fortunate to hear Cecilia’s story. Hiég was full of so many twists

and turns, but she never stopped at the end afireetu she always kept on going until
she found something better.
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Cuter Dot dovvsde
7
By Sarah Rosenberg-Wohl

In the mid-20th century, Firma Hauser was a thgviiserman cloth
manufacturing company. It was also the company Vvitmich the teenaged Guta
Rosenberg worked, sewing fabric into large sheetse Parschnitz concentration camp.

Parschnitz, located in Czechoslovakia, was oneoaéds of camps that made up
the Gross-Rosen concentration camp complex. Whea @as twelve years old, she
was taken to the camp by train. Her parents, Masite Bluma Rosenberg, were left
behind in Olkusz, Poland. They both died during war, although Guta does not know
how.

Guta was born in Olkusz, a small Polish town ofuahibree to four-thousand
people, on March 5, 1927. Her birth name was Glstenberg, though she now prefers
to be called Guta or Gittl. On September 5, 1988, Germans occupied Olkusz, and,
within a few months, Guta was sent to Parschnigy.1942, when the liquidation of the
Olkusz ghetto was complete, most of the 4097 OHarsa Jews listed by the Germans
had been deported to Auschwitz. Only about 250sJeovn the city and the surrounding
areas survived the war.

After Parschnitz was liberated by the Russians945] Guta, though relieved,
was unsure of what to do. She was sent to a displpersons camp in Engelsberg, in the
Baiern region of Germany. In the camp, she methlusband, Morris Piotrkowski, and
they soon fell in love and married. They spent5l84d 1946 in the camp, and then, in
December 1946, moved to a village near Munchenrevtiey lived until 1949. Her first
son, Jakob, was born there on March 21, 1947. Gated Germany, however, and said,
“I wanted to run away from there.” In 1949, sheceded.

Guta and Morris Piotrkowski moved to Herzliya, Era The city, then only a
very small town near Tel Aviv, was their home fbetnext eight years. Guta loved
Israel, and commented that in Israel “you have yaty as a friend.” She loved the
inclusiveness and friendliness of the Israelis—sbald often look out of her window on
to the street, and recognize a friend or acquabetavalking. In Israel, Guta felt she was
never lonely.

Some of Morris’s family, however, lived in the Ueit States, including his uncle,
a chicken farmer, in Petaluma, California. ThetfRmwskis decided to move to the
United States. They spent two years in Canadaewtiting for their visas to come to
America. In 1957, they moved to Montreal, and ocové&imber 7th of that year, her
second son, Benny, was born.

They received their visas in 1959, and the Piotsdos/moved to Petaluma. They
soon moved to San Francisco, where Morris workedndowvn as a tailor—the same

- 253 -



profession he had held his entire life—and Gutaenvimot taking care of her sons,
worked for a janitorial service in a downtown bankhey have lived in the city ever
since.
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By Aaron Tartakovsky

Morris Piotrkowski and the Jews of Lask

My heart wrenched as he spoke. | sat there lisggrstruggling to fight back a
flood of tears.

It was a hot August afternoon in Poland in 1942.rfidoand his family, along
with 2,600 other Jews from the small town of Laskye packed into the town’s church
like livestock. They were ordered into the churtigke-file through the side entrance, all
the while being barked at and mercilessly clubbedlazi soldiers. As they were led into
the old, musky church, a 22-year-old Morris satlime quietly, not wanting to draw
attention to himself. Suddenly, out of the cornéms eye, Morris glimpsed a guard
charging towards his mother, club in hand. In a raohof selfless bravery, Morris threw
himself over his crouched mother. He laid thererwampled mass, shielding her, as he
was beaten over the head. These beatings woulaneeautine for Morris over the next
three years.

Morris Piotrkowski was born in Lask, Poland in 192, like all of the men in
his family who had come before him, was a skillaidbt. When the Nazi occupation of
Poland began, Lask had been converted into a ghétm liquidation of Lask officially
began on Monday, August 24, 1942, at 1 p.m.

For two days, Morris was kept locked inside therchwalong with his family and
the rest of the Jews from his town. Fear and pamie etched into the faces of all the
condemned. A mother screamed as she gave birth ¢hilé inside the sweltering
building. The chief rabbi was awakened from hisetjgtupor by a frantic young couple
pleading for him to marry them. The rabbi refusedying that such a thing was
impossible there, in a Christian church, in suah. dihose were the only words uttered
by the rabbi on those dark days.

After three harrowing days of confinement, the ctgd® process began. All Jews
fit for labor were hastily ordered to exit the ctlur among them were Morris, his father,
and his sister Pessa. The Jews were split intolimes by gender. The Nazis were
searching for able-bodied laborers. Separated fi@sister, Morris remained with his
father at the end of the male line. Morris and father quickly grew worried that the
guota for tailors would be minimal and thus quicklied before they reached the front
of the line. Their suspicions were soon confirmed.

As they reached the evaluation spot, they were ttodtl only a single tailor was
needed. Because Morris was a fit young man he eiested, while his father, at 49-
years-old, was deemed useless by the Nazis andrhsack into the church. Nearly all
of the members of Morris’s family perished in thanies at the Chelmno Extermination

- 255 -



Camp: his grandfather Nussan Piotrkowski, his fathekel “Jakob” Piotrkowski, his
mother ldess Shwarts Piotrkowska, his younger kroBaruch Piotrkowski, and his
sisters, Hendel, Yochevet, and Lifcia Piotrkowskmrris and his sister Pessa were the
only two from his family to walk away from the clohrthat day. That was the last time
Morris ever saw his family. He would become an arpbnly hours later.

Morris remained in a nearby field for two days sunded by armed soldiers. He
sat in the grass, helplessly watching as his fawifg marched off to their deaths at
Chelmno. Two days after he had been taken frontliaech, Morris and his sister Pessa
were loaded onto a crowded train and sent offédLtbdz ghetto.

In Lodz, Morris resumed tailoring. He describee lih the ghetto as a constant
flow of people coming in and people going out. N®knew that those going out where
most likely heading to their deaths, so he wasfohn®t to draw attention to himself. “I
was not the best, but | was also not the worstas wm the middle.” This strategy of
anonymity is what allowed Morris to survive.

For nearly two years, Morris’s life in the ghettoontinued somewhat
uneventfully. After arriving one day to his tailog job intoxicated, Morris was severely
beaten by the shopkeeper and thrown into the stréertunately for Morris, he was
quickly offered a job by another factory owner, whée performed various odd jobs.
And so, Morris continued his life in the Lodz gleetuntil the fateful day that he was
separated from his last remaining family member.

One afternoon, Morris was randomly detained bypihlece and sent to the central
police station. The police were rounding up alltié able-bodied men to send off to
another labor camp. Morris’s sister Pessa wasnmédrby a friend that Morris was being
held at the police station. That night, Pessa smutkheir home and secretly made her
way to the police station. One of the laws in thettp at that time was that no Jews were
permitted outdoors between 7:00 p.m. and 7:00 ander penalty of severe punishment
or death. Nonetheless, Pessa, determined to sdedtker, crept up to the window of the
holding cell and made contact with Morris. Frardind alone, she asked him what she
should do - stay in the ghetto or flee. Unsure leifnd/orris did not give her a straight
answer, but rather indicated to her that she hladnae and a bed in the Lodz ghetto, so
maybe she shouldn’t risk fleeing. Trusting in heotber, a frightened Pessa left the
station and went to live with two aunts who wersoatrapped in the ghetto. Three
months later, that section of the Lodz ghetto igqadated. To this day, Morris does not
know his sister’s fate and wonders what would Hazs@pened had he told her to flee.

Alone and without family, a resilient Morris wasns¢o the Czestochowa ghetto
in 1944. It was there that he worked at an ammamitactory in the Hassag Labor Camp,
producing arms for the German soldiers. Morris, &esv, was physically unable to
withstand the harsh conditions inside the factorg was repeatedly beaten until finally
being moved outdoors. It was out in a surroundialgl that Morris worked, performing
manual labor. He persevered in the ammunition fgatatil the tide of war began to turn
against the Germans. Afraid that their atrocitieaild be discovered, the Germans began
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to move the Jewish prisoners away from the froredi Morris was taken to Buchenwald
on January 15, 1945, where he worked for severaksvantil the final move.

Certain that the war was lost, the Nazi Germansemate last-ditch effort to
exterminate more Jews. For two weeks Morris waseiron a “death march” towards
the Theresienstadt Concentration Camp in CzechakiavThe German forces, however,
were intercepted by the Russians and, on May 85,1&8Her three painful years, Morris
was liberated.

Initially, after returning home to Lask, where hmumd no family and was not
allowed to enter his home, Morris went to a dispthperson’s camp in Germany. There
he met his wife Guta, who had been working in a @oi® labor camp. Morris and Guta
continued to live in Germany—during which time thiegd their first son, Jack—until
1949, when they made Aliya to Israel and beganetteive German reparations, or
“widergutmachung,” literally, “making good gain.bFten years, they lived and worked
on a kibbutz in Herzliya. One day, Morris receivadcall from his uncles who had
survived the war and were living in Petaluma, @atifa. In 1959, Morris and his family,
leaving their life in Israel behind, set out torjahem. They first moved to Montreal,
Canada, where they lived for a year awaiting visasl where their second son, Benny,
was born. In 1960, they made it to America, whbeythave lived ever since

Today Morris and his wife, Guta, live in San Fraeo and are still happily
married. Two of Morris’s cousins, who survived thaxz ghetto, also live in the city.
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By Donna Budman

German Day

| sat in a trance-like state, watching clover-sltbp®uds flit across the bright
sky, whose sunny rays had penetrated my living reendow. And, like so many times
before, my thoughts drifted with the marshmallowgsses just behind the glass.

My hair, face, and hands were covered in an unghakayer of filth as | worked.
My forearms ached with the stress but | continueavork, no other possibility entered
my mind. | had woken up that morning feeling indbdy helpless and alone, a once
unfamiliar feeling that had now overrode all myetithoughts.

Moving to the next machine, | tripped on my rag# leontinued to move,
unfeeling and unseeing, little more than a halfdjea rather half-alive, skeleton. When
this is over, | told myself, when this is over, yheill pay. They will pay, was the token
phrase in Grunberg labor camp. Here, this had bedbe chant of the helpless and the
dispossessed. Said ten times when living was #te ste resigned to because death took
more design.

And then, like an overwhelming wave pulled by tiiee, memories of the past
three years flooded me. | recalled the first démad spent hiding alone, merely a girl of
fourteen, in my building’s cellar. | recalled tay | had been torn from my mother,
Bincia, and loaded onto the train headed for Sosmgwthrust into a crowded
compartment with less humanity than awarded tdecdttecalled each of these days and
suddenly | was overcome, filled by an uncontrokabtge, rather a need, to see the day. |
had not seen the beautiful day outside for coumthesnths, leaving for work before the
morning light and returning after the sun had $&is was no longer something | could
accept and | knew as the day’s rays hit the glasdaws that no matter the punishment
that may follow, | absolutely had to see the brigay that had meant playtime not so
long ago.

As quickly as | could manage, | shuffled to th@ew and plastered my thin face
to the glass. | gasped, for the German landscapieetb nothing like | had imagined.
Pristine and pure, there was no trace of the bkpllied, the hearts torn, and the lives
mangled in the years since 1939 on the leafy ta@elsthe shaggy bushes. | stood there,
utterly hypnotized as if someone had nailed my fedhe ground and forbidden me to
turn away.

Suddenly, | felt a warm, heavy hand on my shouttiat turned me round. In
front of me stood my foreman, large, round, andikend though | opened my mouth to
offer explanations and excuses, | knew they werneecessary. His eyes, oceans of
turmoil, silenced me. It's okay, Pola, it's all hig he whispered. And then, without a
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second thought or reservation, | clung to him, willg the pools, which had been
threatening to overflow my eyes for days, spill mtantly. This man, this unique man,
was the first who had truly shown me kindness m mhidst of the cruelty that was so
prominent in Grunberg.

With a quick shake of the head, | snapped batkdgresent and an inexplicable,
humorless laugh made its way from my mouth. Comsigehow much | had already
endured, | often didn’t want to relive such memsyi® remember such terrors. But only,
| shook my head, if only it had ended with that @&&rman day. But no, the worst was
still to come. | was yet to be a part of the Delthrch, the slow step toward the
concentration camp of Bergen-Belsen in 1944, whkeesparade of terror continued;
where | had only escaped by a rare stroke of fertinvas yet to be unimaginably sick
with typhoid, nursed and saved from death solelyriyycousin Mary, who, in a sickly
ironic twist of fate, would herself suffer undeetliseases’ unyielding reach. And | was
yet to be finally saved by the British on April 1845, to feel the kind of incomparable
relief that one feels when emerging from a housearsfors, only to later find that the
world could never completely right itself. | had emed a living skeleton and spent
months in a Swedish sanatorium, recovering andnreacting with my only immediate
surviving family, my sisters, Hava and Ester.

But, | thought as | sat, still watching the cloutteose memories too would come,
and in time, | too would deal with them.
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ommset Lonmrend Bkt

By Cristian Reynoso

According to Samuel Sonnenblick, life was tough fbe younger people in
Jaroslaw, Poland. The Catholic and the Jewishwel® always fighting because of their
differences. However there wasn't much hostilityoagithe adults. There was a higher
concentration of Jews in the center of JaroslaweretSamuel lived. Born in 1924,
Samuel lived in a house near City Hall in Jarostatt his parents, three sisters and one
brother. His sister's names were Sara, Clara arth&ged. His only brother was Moses.
Samuel's favorite holiday as a child was Sukkotwéeld decorate the roof and ceiling
with branches and colorful decorations.

In 1933, when Samuel was 9 years old, Hitler wagoagied Chancellor of
Germany. Samuel knew Hitler was dangerous, bueHiitved in Germany so there was
nothing Samuel could do. He felt powerless. In Saiter 1939, Germany began to take
over Poland. One of the places attacked was Jarpslhich was bombarded. Everyone
stayed underground in basements during the bombioglamage was done to Samuel’s
house but a house near his was badly destroyedoBctvere closed once the war had
started, but luckily Samuel had gone to commesxzabol two years before. Samuel and
his family were expelled and forced to cross therbecause the Germans did not want
any Jews in border towns. He stayed in Rava Rus#aal nothing with his days but sell
envelopes to earn money.

One day in June 1940, the secret police came kngakn his door and told him
and his family to pack their bags. They were tdiélit whole package could only weigh
100 kilos. They were taken to a packed boxcar Witely any food or water. The people
in the boxcar had built a makeshift toilet, whellepavate business was done in public.
They traveled for two and a half months and wepaight to a Siberian labor camp. The
labor camp was called Unit 41. In the labor carmpreé was an average of 40 families.
He was released 18 months later from the labor cdrme U.S.S.R and Poland had an
agreement that they would let the Jews go frebd§ tserved in the Army, but Samuel
was too young.

May 1945 signaled the end of World War Il. Samuehivto Biysk until 1946
because he didn't want to be in a labor camp. Hglitdfood on the black market for his
family in order for them to survive in Biysk. Hesal studied English and took piano
lessons. In the summer 1946, Samuel and his famghg transported back to Poland. He
then went to Stetin, the largest seaport in Polamdhe Baltic Sea. There, he acquired
documents to go to West Germany. He went to BeBgsen in a displaced persons
camp were he gave lessons in English and mathesriatiday school. When Israel was
established in 1948, people started leaving thepcdarhey either went to Israel or the
U.S. He got married in 1950 and left to the U.Sadmansport ship for free. In February
1951, Samuel arrived in New York. When he arriveslfound a bedroom to live in and a
job in mechanical drafting. He also took accordiessons.
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After 10 months of being in New York, Samuel and kife moved to San
Francisco, where he worked in drafting at a comphay produced metal windows and
doors. Samuel had to take three buses to get tk wiwice, one of the buses did not
arrive on time, causing him to lose his job. Atteat incident, he found an interesting job
with Bechtel Corporation, designing a nickel smelte Utah. After nine months, the
design was complete and everyone was dismissediebavas finally able to get a good
position with Del Monte Corporation. His job corisis of layouts of industrial piping,
boiler plants, food machinery etc. He also tooldeg# courses in industrial piping, air
conditioning and heating. He progressed to senraftsinen and then to designer in
mechanical engineering, where he worked for 28syear
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Tty Weis

By Tamara Jansen

Tauba Weiss was born in Poland in 1926. At the @fg&2, she ran from the
Nazis, hiding in forests, snow and anywhere shddcénd. She lost her mother, 3
brothers and 2 sisters. One of her brothers sutyitie was liberated on May 7, 1945
after being interned from September 1939 to May5198he saw many people get shot,
buried alive, and killed including her own familyembers. She was taken to Lask where
she lived in a large ghetto for 2 years and themtsp years in Lodge ghetto, followed by
6 years in Berkenow where she worked in an amnmamftictory. Several times she was
able to escape, but always captured then returaell to camp. Often times, women
would come and ask for domestic helpers and Tawdsaoften chosen. By being able to
speak 7 different languages including Polish andr@e, she was able to say that she
was Polish, which helped in saving her life becaisedid not have papers to prove who
she was. At the age of 18 she was liberated byRilesians. She is one of the few
survivors of the Holocaust still with us today aeml advocate for fighting Nazism. Her
husband Morris Weiss is the founder of the Holot&enter of Northern California. In
memory of her husband, family members establishechalarship open to 11th and 12th
grade Bay Area students each spring. When aske&lgeifwanted to give any words of
wisdom to the modern generations she stated, “Shewuld not hate each other.”
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M, Honeded? Totrticreelbion

/

By Sonia Bernick

“It was a gradual process that these six millioropke turned into ash”

“I was not aware, | didn't realize |1 was in trogBlIn 1936, Mella Wendell-
Katznelson was just 10 years old, a youth born ramed in Warsaw, Poland, with 6
brothers and 3 sisters. She had always loved Pof¥wdith was very nice before the
war; we played around as a kid in the yard and weeptblic school.”

Mella recalled how she was notified that the wagdn: “We were not notified,
only told through megaphones throughout the cit§ella was 13 years old when the war
broke out in 1939. The Germans began bombardingsciby sending bombs through
Poland’s sky. There was no warning that the warbeglin, but in one week Poland had
given up to Germany. Jews were being segregatetbrding to Mella, “They took the
Jews and said 'Because you are Jewish, you cdive.5t

In 1941, she was sent to the Warsaw ghetto. “Wkrfltawarning about leaving,
they just told us to pack.” Life in the ghetto wdifficult. Although Mella lived with her
family, the adjustment was difficult. Every niglatnother one of her brothers wouldn't
come home. There were Germans on the streets,irgtdbws to work for them. They
were taken to wash toilets and sent out of townweik paid nothing. Mella worked for
a German factory sewing buttons for a company, igv&he describes this time by
saying, “Life was rough, people were dying likeefli” After a year in the ghetto, the
Germans tricked the Jews by saying that everyodadeeport to a train station with all
their belongings. When they arrived at the traatign, they had to leave all of their
things and were forced everyone into trains likéleaheading to the concentration
camps. When they arrived at the camp, everyonetaldgo strip off their clothes, and
then forced to shave their heads. “When we cantegaamp, they made a selection -
one way were the young ones and the other werelthenes.” Mella was lucky to work
in camps - many others were sent to the gas chantbeatdie. According to Mella, the
concentration camp was much worse than the ghHétbeas given a number on my arm
when we first got there, my number is 48834.” Tiylmout the four years, Mella was
transported to four different camps- Majdanek, Bivitu, Auschwitz and Ravensbrueck.
In Auschwitz, Mella worked in an ammunition factarfyecking bullets. There was little
food to eat and no space. Everyday was the samehd@ to wake up early to work, eat
soup and a quarter of bread, go out to work andecbhome. “No one was thinking of
social activities - only praying to survive by aratle.” There was nothing to say to each
other. There was no practicing of religion. Mellgpkins, “That was the reason we were
sent there and we didn't want to practice cerensorliesurvived by staying strong. |
would go to the camp hospital and give them salanti margarine | received only on
holidays in trade for their bread to keep me aligeryday they were counted and the
women were separated from the men. Germans woute sw&re everyone was there. If
someone was missing, everyone was forced to watbsseven hours until everyone was
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accounted for. While waiting in a line, they worluds and white-striped rags and

wooden shoes with nothing else. Every week, workkene separated by strength - weak
ones were sent to the gas chambers and new shipofegws from everywhere came in
to work instead.

When the war ended in 1945, Mella said she “... adeelings. | was happy to
be alive, but I didn't have anything.” Mella was\iBen she left the concentration camp.
After the end of the war, she joined an instituttbat helped Holocaust survivors with
the necessities, including clothing and food stangte found her older brother, David,
who had escaped to Russia before the war brokeStetalso met her husband and they
moved to Canada for 8 years: “It took a couple yaarget readjusted. We got a little
house in Montreal and worked at a vegetable stare.1960, they moved to San
Francisco. Mella has returned three times to Polsinde the war, but she did not
recognize anything. “Poland streets are all difierduilt up by Russia. When | went
back to where | used to live, the streets weretimete, hotels instead. The Polish were
very friendly and curious about who was still aliidhey had acted as like nothing was
wrong, when really they had helped Germans andshgyhey helped the Jews.”
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Ediih

By Rachel Solomon

Edith’s parents, who were wealthy and had a bogrbimsiness, immediately left
Germany in 1933 when the Nazis came to power. Aggadealistic people, they had
been politically active and had resisted the Nakisr father made public speeches,
assisted by her mother, warning the Jewish peeyplé ¢thers) of the Nazis and their rise
to power. Opposing the Nazis was a crime as wasgh#wish. For these two so-called
crimes, they were considered double criminals aadl leen put on top of the “death-
list.”

Fearing for their lives, they immediately immigrdtto the Netherlands. Knowing
that being just over the border in Amsterdam wasfamoenough away from Germany to
be safe, and that the Nazis would eventually occtjmfland and all the other
neighboring countries, Edith’s family tried to flésther overseas -- to the USA.

However, the Nazis had declared them enemies oh&®/ and had not only
confiscated their business, possessions and mdndyhad also taken away their
nationality. Edith’s parents were declared “staelé which meant they were “non-
persons,” thus having no rights at all. Being degati of civil rights and without an
identity, they could not get a visa to go oversdagas during those years before the
war, between 1933 and 1940, that they finally msigthemselves to the inevitable.

Edith was born in Amsterdam (Holland) in 1938, aashiuman being without
nationality. She was two years old when the wantesiain 1940. From the ages of two
through seven, Edith spent her time in cellars @hér hiding places in Amsterdam. She
learned to stay quiet, not to cry, and to alwayslee.

Edith is still disturbed, remembering the mercilggmunding of the Gestapo
during roundups, mostly at nighttimes: the screegtof cars, the loud shouting, the
kicking in of doors and breaking windows, the deafe screaming of children and
adults. What Edith remembers most and still hatetstoday, are the numerous cruel
scenes she witnessed. “Too many to mention therhea##, because they fill an entire
book,” she says.

One of her first personal encounters with the Germazis happened when she
was about three years old. She was standing witlpdrents and a young Jewish couple
that also shared her last name (although they wetreelated to her) in an entrance hall
with white marble floors in a house located in temter of Amsterdam. Two Gestapo
officers had entered. With loud voices, they stanelling at them. Edith could not
understand the German words, but the men soundédoaked “tremendously evil.”
They especially yelled at her. She screamed batkean and started hitting them. It
went back and forth. Eventually, with a heavy objebey knocked her down on the
floor.
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The episode has been vivid in Edith’s memory: tldent shouting voices, the
screams of the battered woman, and the sickenoh¢plood that spread slowly out onto
the white marble floor, “like an ever changing abst painting.” Then they threw the
woman, like something disgusting, into a waiting. ¢&n loud voices, that sounded like
angry barking dogs, they yelled at us to be readying they would be right back to pick
us all up”.

Edith and her parents left the house right awagjrey up in a dark, cold cellar.
There were no windows and no furniture. “We only laathin blanket on the hard and icy
cold floor. There was a musty smell. Big brown &tatck rats were running around and
over us” Edith says. “My hands and feet were dtiféfim the cold. The icy, moldy
humidity crept through my body. Sometimes | didie'®l my body at all. It felt frozen.
As bad as it was in that cellar, if we hadn't lgfe house in such great haste, it would
have become a deadly trap for us. The murdered waenmusband, Mr. Levy, had not
left; the Gestapo had come back and taken him &way.

When Edith was five to six years old, she witndsaraother incident that was
difficult to forget. She had peeked through an apgrmn the wall, out to the street and
saw a crowd of about 40 to 50 people. They weredlinp stumbling through the street,
being forced forward by the Gestapo, who shoutegtignand prodded them with their
guns.

The people looked messy and dirty and had dishéyébeg hair and beards.
“They had large signs hanging around their neckl womething written on them. My
father read the signs aloud to me: ‘These are wtli@s’. He explained to me that they
apparently had been locked up somewhere for atiomey where they had been starved.
They had not been allowed to use a bathroom fang time and had defecated and
urinated in their clothing. Herded to the end @& #treet they disappeared from our sight.
Suddenly, we heard the rapid fire of machine guihgy were killing them.”

Although Edith witnessed many horrors, she wase alsle to see that not all
humans were evil. When Edith was about 5, the @estaexpectedly came to her home
and there was no time for her to hide under therfloards. Eddie, the father of the
family Edith was staying with at the time, ushetest up to the roof, as the Gestapo
kicked down the door. He lifted her onto the nemyfnig rooftop and Edith successfully
escaped. Eddie was caught and sent to a concenticdmp where he spent the rest of
the war. Edith and her family are forever gratédulhis heroic actions.

The conditions in Amsterdam during the Nazi-Gerroaoupation were a hell in
which hardly anyone could survive. Comparablef®ih a ghetto, the Nazis started their
frequent roundups and simultaneously weakened ritiee @oopulation by starving them
out. The Jews, who did not exist to the outsideldyavere not eligible for ration cards,
which gave the non-Jewish population at least mahirations of food at times when it
was available. Many Jewish persons died in thelinii places or surrendered themselves
to the Nazis, since they could not endure the igwlain their hiding conditions any
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longer. From 1944 until 1945 when no food was add for anyone anymore, people
everywhere “died like flies”.

The continuous deprivations and the starvationthEdnd others in hiding in
Amsterdam had endured had greatly diminished teegngth. Edith’s situation had
grown worse and worse. The benefactors in the gndend had disappeared; they were
already dead or were in concentration camps.

In May 1945, the war was over. The Canadians adiieer Amsterdam and the
Americans brought food and clothing, Both Editld drer father were so weak that they
lost the ability to walk. Her mother always saiditif the liberators had taken a few days
longer, they all would have died. The Americans eamwith care packages containing
white bread and crushed pineapple. To 7-year-olthEitis was a feast; the white bread,
unseen to her before this time, tasted like calkkpmneapple was like the Greek god’s
ambrosia.

Though it came too late for too many, the feelioffoy and relief for the people
who had survived the tortures were beyond wordexglanation. Sick and starving
people came to the surface, reduced to bundlekadétens, but glowing all over with
feelings of relief.

After enduring so much pain and hardship Edithrssayvas miraculous that she
and her parents survived. Letter after lettevadj over months and years stamped with
the word dead in Dutch. Twenty-four of Edith's teles died in concentration camps.
Edith felt amazed about the existence of peopley did not torture and destroy, but
vibrated friendliness and warmth and brought fond alothing. She was in a constant
state of astonishment and wonder. The deeply Haltkfulness about the liberators was
an experience that ---like all the horrors--- hésoaeen deeply engraved in Edith’s
system. It gave Edith some hope, that there mighgdmething on this planet other than
violence, hate, murder and torture. But the endhef war, however, did not end the
effects of Nazi atrocities.

The Holocaust left a lasting mark on Edith. Sheabee independent at a young
age and continued to live as if she would be deadhéxt day. Edith spent the rest of her
life in many countries, including Israel, and ergdyworking on her own radio show and
being a teacher. She finally made it to the Unikates in 1992 and settled in the Bay
Area. Edith survived the Holocaust and wants ttiooie telling her story.
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A
7
By Adam Wexler

Before Hitler's ascension to power, most Germaresilin relative harmony with
others of different religious backgrounds. FoldeiGattmann of Wuerzburg, Bavaria,
Germany, the situation was no less and no moreeslang than anywhere else in Europe
at that time, and the idea that such unity couddalve into racism was unthinkable.

Hilde grew up in an environment of religious divers She attended a Jewish
Kindergarten, but always had some non-Jewish faerder girlfriend Traude who lived
in the same apartment house, went with her to timeld{garten, learned the Hebrew
songs and prayers together, and at home they shamokah and Christmas times - until
1933. Then Traude's father put on his Nazi unifamd the girls were not allowed to
ever play together or greet each other again. Hdsleall her neighborhood playmates.

Hilde's father and his brother co-owned an iron amathine business which
provided a comfortable living for the family. Whetilde was six years old, Hitler seized
power in Germany and everything changed. The Nag®sed new Anti-Semitic laws
that limited Jew's freedoms, laws that dictated d&avs could no longer attend movies,
concerts or plays or even listen to the radio. rEge, Hilde's next-door neighbors
continued to treat their Jewish neighbors with kiess, and, despite its illegality, her
father continued to listen to the radio in ordestay informed.

He noticed the alarming progression of anti-Semitigithin Germany, and
wanted to escape Europe completely. Things begapital out of control. Everything
fell under suspicion and Hilde’s father was caliedo be interrogated by the Gestapo.
Her family recognized that things were not goingrtiprove, and decided to leave the
country while it was still possible. They sold thesiness under duress; Hilde’s father
was approached just before midnight and was t@dy ‘price or no price.”

A relative who was already living in the United t8&was able to help get visas
for the family, making it possible for them to tehdo America. They packed a crate of
their belongings, which was supervised by Nazisp wharged exorbitant prices for that
privilege. The family was only allowed to bring tequivalent of about $5.00 per person.
The departure was quick and well hidden, so asmattract unwelcome attention.

When they crossed the border into France, the yawals strip-searched by Nazi
officials, a traumatizing experience for the elewaar old Hilde. They were in Paris
when the German Embassy official was shot, thederdi that was the pretext for
Kristallnacht (Crystal Night), and the beginning widespread violent anti-Semitic
action. On that fated day, November 9,1938, Hddamily caught a ship, called the "I
de France" at the harbor in Le Havre. The voyagtetl one week on high seas, in which
Hilde connected with the other Jewish children oard who had also suffered from Nazi
abuse. When the ship finally sailed up the HudsoremRand Hilde caught sight of the
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Statue of Liberty, her emotions were so intensé sha remembers them to this day. It
was a feeling of total elation.

Met by Hilde’s aunt and uncle, she and her brotient to stay with them until
the family could afford to live together. Withingtiirst week, her mother found work as
a nurse. Their belongings arrived two months Jaterch to their surprise. Hilde and her
brother attended a foreigner’s class in the NewkYswhool system until they learned
more English and were placed in their regular eas®espite the difficulty, at home the
language became English so that parents could wregieeir language skills; only when
someone came to visit who could not speak the agpguvould they return to their birth
language.

On arrival, telegrams were waiting for them, froehatives left behind. Hilde's
father made every effort to rescue the familiesluding her grandmother but it was too
late, they lost 15 member of their family in thelbtaust. That is why Hilde is currently
working as an interviewer for the Holocaust Orastidry Project of the Holocaust Center
of Northern California.

Hilde has always remembered how lucky she anddmeily were, to come to this
country and all the good people who were so hel@huke and her husband Eric have a
good life, two great and caring daughters with lpviamilies of their own and 9
grandchildren.
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Trst S

By Sydney Carteris

The Shoe Tree

Born in July 1927, Hurst Sommer began his life ireddauer, Germany, not
knowing the hardships and obstacles he would saoce. fHe lived with his mother and
younger brother until 1933 when Adolf Hitler cantepgower. At this point, his mother
lost her job at the department store she worked Berlin. His mother, Elsie, like many
Jews at this time was not allowed to work in nomidk firms and she was put out of a
job. With two young sons to support she was lefthwio choice but to put Hurst's
brother, Henry, in a foster home and Hurst intoogshanage. Hurst was only six years
old when he began to experience the horrors of Ne&mimany beginning with the
frightful night know as Kristallnacht. As he ded®s it, the Nazis attempted to storm
through the front and back doors of his orphanagkead of the children were rushed to
the top floor of the building only hearing the deld trying to break through and his
teacher's words, “These are only children.” Thatliigfuhe Nazis retreated, but the
memories of that night still haunt Hurst everyday.

Prior to Hurst being put in the orphanage, hishaptand her boyfriend at that
time, Fritz Sommer, had received word that he ngéeddlee Germany. Hurst's soon-to-
be step-father was being questioned by the Gestagarding his involvement in
Moscow and suspicion that he might have been asbesyy. With fear for his life, Fritz
planned to leave Germany as soon as possible. ldesstribes this process as “their
luck.” Fritz was on his way out when he was stopfisdan SS soldier who had
recognized him from grammar school. He gave Fritjppao get out of Germany right
away: if he had money, he should go to Shanghausecit was the only known place
where visas weren’t required for entry. The nexy &atz married Hurst’'s mother and
three days later they left for Shanghai togethdsieEhad a cousin that was a Jewish
attorney and he promised her that he would evdgtgat her sons out to Shanghai.

In order for Fritz and Elsie to keep money, they o hide it. Germans were
trained to tear apart clothing and shoes in se&chhidden money. Jews were not
allowed to bring more than ten marks out of thentguwith them. If any money was
found, they were shot without question. Fritz wamager than that and discovered a way
to hide mass amounts of money without the Nazidtiig it. He rolled his money into the
springs of his shoe trees that he would put irshi@es. While on the boat to Shanghai he
carefully ironed out the money he has stuffed mtoshoe trees so it looked presentable
to exchangers that he would meet at the shoreshahdhai. Hurst calls this “their
survival.” With this money Fritz was able to stattife for him and his wife.

For the next six months, Hurst remained alonénédrphanage as his rights as a

Jew slowly vanished. He was no longer able to l¢hedacility to go to the bakery or to
walk around town. He was confined to the companyhisf teachers and his daily
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repetitive schedule. He watched as the Jewish camtynaround him crumbled at the

hands of Adolf Hitler and the Nazi party. It wast nmtil the war ended that Hurst

discovered the evils that occurred while he waShanghai. All of the newspapers were
censored and Jews were not allowed to have radm$iad no knowledge of the millions

of Jews around Europe including a lot of his fanahd friends that were killed in the

concentration camps set up by the Nazis.

Finally, at age 12, Hurst was taken out of thehanage and he and his brother
started their journey to reunite with their paremsShanghai. They took a train out of
Germany to the border of Italy and from there atboam Italy to Shanghai. Their trip
lasted for three long weeks, and they were seatethia train car with lots of other
people. Most of the people on the train had defiplans for themselves once they got to
Shanghai and were put on the outskirts of the gheturst and his brother were picked
up by a private rickshaw and taken to the apartrmdrdre their parents resided, in a
ghetto in Shanghai. They were able to receive $ipiscial treatment because of the
money that their step-father had brought over amdicued to make in Shanghai.

While having money was comforting, life in the gbewas not as pleasant. Hurst
and his three family members all had to share ooenrand live in a small apartment.
Food was rationed to each person in the ghettoagireg about one ounce of butter per
week. Although it didn’t serve to be very satisfyjrthey saw it as being better than their
fate would have been back in Germany. There werpaté20,000 other Jews living in this
ghetto because all Jews were confined to one ligipgce. The living situations were
“very tense” and the Jews living in the ghettoseveubject to such horrors as air raids
and bomb droppings. Hurst and Henry were able tendta British school within their
ghetto and became fluent in English and very wellicated. Hurst was also very
involved in the Zionist movement within his commiyni“All of the teens belonged to
some group whether it be boy scouts, chess clubiseaZionist movement. They wanted
to belong to them to belong to something.”

World War Il ended in 1945, but Hurst and his fign@ontinued to live in the
ghetto until 1947. Hurst made his living as a yowaalylt in the ghetto working as an
electrician’s apprentice. After the war ended raatet working with the U.S. embassy.
He held several jobs while working there includiragmks in the air force and in the
government. This is what eventually got him to Arcer

When Hurst was 18 years old he was offered theah@o go to America and
within three days he and his family were on thestywo relatives in San Francisco. He
immediately found a job through the Jewish Fameyv&e and continued to work there
until he was drafted into the army in December @ where he was sent to Korea to
fight for the United States. Upon his return herdied UC Berkley and to this day is still
involved in government affairs and the Zionist mmest. Hurst has made a wonderful
life for himself even through all of the battlesflaged in his past and is someone that we
all can admire.
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Portraits of Survival: Life Journeys During the Holocaust and Beyond
A permanent exhibit in photography sponsored by
Jewish Federation of Greater Santa Barbara ~ located at
Bronfman Family Jewish Community Center
524 Chapala Street
Santa Barbara, CA 93101







Ariel
By Teague Savitch

Against All Odds

Azriel Kurlaender was six years old and infectedhwtuberculosis when he was
liberated by the Russians at Auschwitz, Polandamudry of 1945. His name, age, and
“Jew” were written in mud on his clothes, servirg ldas only identification when the
Allied troops came.

This story of how a parentless six year old sudig@schwitz and made a life for
himself is a miraculous tale of hope when agairktodds. Today, Azriel lives in
Ventura, California, working as an internationalnsoltant in food technology, and
specializes in avocadoes. He shares his storyraiving the Holocaust out of his great
wish that the horrors of history never occur again.

Azriel believes he was born on September 17, 198%he Polish village of
Wizna. He cannot remember his parents and knoaisrtkither survived internment.
Azriel's earliest memories consist of flashes af@nan, Pola, who saved him from the
Nazis.

Pola Nyomkin was not more than twenty when she niadenheroic decision to
hide Azriel. She found Azriel at the beginning fernment in a labor camp at Wiezbnik.
There she knew the Nazis would have no use foryasboyoung, who could not work.
Risking everything, she became his guardian and hmd from the Nazis for the
remainder of the Holocaust. The discipline necgskara child to remain concealed and
silent 23 1/2 hours of the day with an empty stamicinconceivable. Hiding under
floors and beds and eating meager meals in silemseonly part of Azriel's story of
survival at Wiezbnik and Auschwitz - the rest laekplanation short of a miracle.

Azriel remembers hiding when the Russians caméa \Was forced into the death
march towards Berlin and was incapable of lookirigeraAzriel any longer. She
instructed him to stay behind and hide there atcAwstz until the Allies came. When
they came, he appeared as one of the youngesirnaf/ars, with his name, age, and
“Jew” written in mud on his clothing.

Azriel would never again see Pola. He was takem Rwlish clinic to be treated
and would spend the next year there recovering fidmerculosis. In November 1946,
Azriel was adopted from an orphanage in KrakowaRdlby the Freedman family in
London. This new life for Azriel lasted only unt@l list of survivors was released.
Relatives in Israel discovered him and pressed#oiel to be with them.

Soon after arriving in Israel, however, it becarppaent that his relatives lacked
the means to care for him. A kibbutz, an agrigaliicommunal settlement, with kids
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from a variety of countries, would become home tzriél for the remainder of his
childhood. There he would raise himself withoutgpess, family, or Pola.

From 1949 to 1960, less his two and a half yeamibfary service, Azriel lived
at this kibbutz. There he learned about fruit @soand applied his skills to qualify for a
job managing fruit groves. During his free time, $tudied for his entrance exams to a
local university. With help from a former teacherthe kibbutz, Azriel heard about the
opportunity to study Food Science at Cal Poly Sais Dbispo.

As a 25-year-old freshman at Cal Poly, Azriel aliyehad plans to return to Israel
with his degree and start his own venture. In 19%6&iel returned to Israel with his
degree. Soon after, he got married, had childzad,founded one of Israel’s first frozen
food processing companies. Azriel eventually camé&/¢ntura County for a job with
Calavo in 1980. He now acts as a consultant teethwho want to set up processing
plants internationally.

Azriel's lived his life against the odds. He isvalitoday, with the opportunity
chance to be with his wife and watch their threédobn and two grandchildren grow, is
a true story of hope in spite of histories deepeasts. Azriel's great wish is that mankind
learn from its egregious mistakes, and that allreigenerations may live in freedom and
harmony.

Thank you, Azriel Kurlaender, for your profound ieélin the power of story
telling. May your story help us to always rememyaur great wish.
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A e T tin

By Teague Savitch

A Childhood Cut Short for a Chance at Life

The day freedom was taken from her, Anne Rubin ®@syears old. Often
referred to as Kiristallnacht, the night of brokelasg, on November 9, 1938 across
Germany, Jewish men were arrested, women and ehildrere placed under house
arrest, and Synagogues and Jewish storefrontsla@edd and destroyed. For Anne and
her family, they would fear this night may well theeir last.

Today Anne enjoys life in Ventura, California asetired nurse and grandmother.
She hopes that her story and the stories of all sthwived the Holocaust can serve to
promote harmony for all future generations.

Anne was born in Coburg, Germany on November 28,718 the youngest of
three. She describes her early years of a stamd@die class upbringing as one fraught
with systemic anti-Semitism. By 1936 Anne remersldegr teacher telling her she was
no longer welcome in school. For the 40 Jewishilfasliving in Coburg and Jews
across Germany, life was conducted as second @lamens.

Some would leave safely before the war to destinatlike America hoping for a
better life, including Anne’s uncle and oldest heat Peter. The truth, as Anne
remembers it however, is that nobody had any idea Iast life would become
dangerous for the Jews in Germany.

Already banned from public school, Anne and heth®pFrank were walking to
Coburg’s provisional Jewish school the day of Kdisiacht. On their way they were
interrupted by SS uniforms and ordered home. Ahédhey were met by more SS
soldiers rounding up all the Jewish families in Guap

Anne recalls being marched from her home to thdeceof town. There she
remembers being gathered and put on display artawaa for all to heckle and curse at.
After some time the men were gathered into a gydhveemen and children were ordered
home.

Frantic and without a sense of what might happert, rtee Jewish women of
Coburg decided they should attempt to bring food aunpplies to their men. Anne
recalls being selected with a few other young dgwisdelivering supplies past the SS
guards to their fathers and brothers. There, Aenmeembers seeing her father cry for the
first time. On the floor of this gym, incarcerategtown men were delivered basic
supplies by their own daughters too young to baidgfor aware of the danger ahead.
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Anne and the family would soon separate withoutwking if they would ever
again be together. Anne’s father fought with then@an Army in World War [, a fact
that became known to the SS soldiers and used bg’'arfather to curry their favor and
escape detention. By this time it was now decided the men in Anne’s family had to
leave Germany. Not yet threatened for internmeemniselves, women were committed
to getting their men out of the country first.

For Anne and her mother this meant staying behmdnbve in with their
grandmother and await their chance. Anne’s fanlike most, lacked the necessary
means to evacuate the entire family together. aknit long, however, before Anne was
able to board the kindertransport,Jawish sponsored evacuation train to England.
Eventually, separated from her mother for the finste, Anne would join her brother
Frank in the growing Jewish refugee community irgland. At the age of eleven, now
faced with the task of being her own mother in i@regge place speaking a strange
language, Anne remembers becoming an adult.

Anne’s mother would escape two weeks before war adegdared in 1939. She
was likely one of the last Jews to make it out efrf@any alive. For those that stayed
behind, like Anne’s grandmother, they would soolh ¥a&ctim to the beginning of the
Nazi killing machine. For the next year Anne’s fgnwould be refugees in England.
Anne and her brother Frank were sent to a boardoiwpol at Folkstone, a school
converted for refugee children. Without work Arséther could not support Anne and
her brother. So Anne and her brother remainedheéenréfugee community while their
parents, thanks to the financial support from atinet in Texas, had a small single room
unit outside the camp.

Finally in April of 1940, with the help of the Jeshi Refugee Committee, Anne
and her family were united and boarded a ship mimmifreedom. Arriving into the
Boston Harbor on the Anniversary of Paul ReveradeRthey were welcomed with a
spectacle and celebration. Ending up in ColumBinsp extended relatives took them in
and helped Anne’s family adjust and began their Iness.

By 1952 Anne had graduated from Ohio State Unityersith a nursing degree
and married her husband. In 1954 Anne and herfaswy moved to California where
her husbands engineering job with the Navy evelytlabught them to Ventura County.
Anne has remained a resident of Ventura ever since.

Anne’s experience escaping Nazi Germany is onehsipes nobody will ever
have to face. As long as history repeats itseliédbelieves it is important to share the
stories of holocaust survivors to remind us alvbft is in our history.

Thank you, Anne Rubin, for your strong desire teure harmony for all future
generations.
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onitor Lot

By Teague Savitch

A Walk to a New Life

On April 5" 1945, Sandor Vandor survived the Holocaust. AssRin troops
approached the Nazi labor camp where he was bailty Bandor walked towards his
new life. Today, Sandor is an 83 year old Hungekarn American, residing in
Ventura, California. He spends much of his timdumteering with the Oncology
Infusion Center of Ventura County Medical Cented @ontinues to receive community
recognition for his dedication to volunteerism.

Sandor was born into a Jewish family in Paks, Hupgn May 23, 1925. By the
age of ten, Sandor moved with his mother, fatheal, yunger sister to Rakospolata, near
Budapest, searching for greater opportunities. éwedors’ met with many of the same
hardships of being Jewish they faced prior to mgviBy the late 1930s, institutional
discrimination against Jewish people was commogeplaThe Hungarian government
began accelerating laws to curtail the livelihoadsJews. Even with Sandor’s early
talents in mechanical engineering, an anti-Jewigbta] system excluded him from a
formal education.

In these same years, Sandor’'s father worked adagwipght and, later,
department manager of the largest textile companyHungary. These jobs and
opportunities soon dried up because of his Jewisttdge. Despite the growing
examples of government-sanctioned discriminatiorairesy the Hungarian Jewish
population, few, if any, anticipated what soondaled.

On March 19, 1944, Germany occupied Hungary, asgynomplete control over
the population. By June 1944, the internment gistlesnatic mass killing of Hungarian
Jews began and so too did the story of Sandor fanslarvival of the Holocaust.

Some Jewish families living in Budapest properaevable to obtain protective
documents issued by foreign diplomats - the Vanawese not so lucky. Both Sandor
and his father were forced into slave labor; thegrevthe fortunate ones. All other
Hungarian Jews, men outside this age group andatien, including Sandor’'s mother
and sister, were sent to a concentration camp sthwitz, Poland. Sandor’'s mother was
killed on arrival and his sister was selected tokvo

Sandor’s group and his father's group were saeépendently to an oil refinery.
For nine weeks they did force labor in the samepcanhen the labor force of Sandor’s
camp was quickly transitioned to fortifying the Eas front against an approaching
Russian army and Sandor was taken to Santa AnaigemAHe would not see his father
again until after the war. While at the oil refipethe Danube had provided at least some
outlet for hygiene
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At Santa Ana am Aigen, however, the health cond#tivere dire and many at the
camp didn’t make it to liberation. Soon many caroend with typhoid, including Sandor.
Sandor was infected with typhoid and left to didnis barracks by the retreating German
army. The Russian army came to liberate him.

On the day of liberation, April"™ 1945, near death, Sandor began walking
towards home. The hope of reuniting with his fgnahd starting a new life gave him
strength enough to reach a Russian field hospital kilometers away where Sandor
received food and the opportunity to rest. Thet @y, Sandor and others boarded a
Russian supply train that would pass through Bustape

After staying with family and recovering from tygtdop Sandor began work as a
tool room machinist in Budapest, and met his wib¢ long after. Together, Sandor and
his wife started a new family. They vowed to eatler to provide their two children
with lives free from persecution and the anti-Sémnit that was still widespread in
Hungary after the war. For the next ten yearsd8as dedicated his efforts to this, and
after receiving his university degree in enginegriand the opportunity came to move,
Sandor and his family left for the United State9%6.

Today Sandor is retired and committed to volunsseri Sandor believes his
survival of the Holocaust has instilled in him sepealesire to give his help to those in
need. Spending much of his time with patientshim ®ncology Infusion Center of the
Ventura County Medical Center, Sandor has touchaalyrtives.

Thank you, Sandor Vandor, for your courage, sttermtd inspiration to all
future generations.
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| have come to realize that one of my most precassessions is my memories.
Some | have embraced throughout my whole life, evlathers | have consciously
suppressed. After being on this earth over threetgrs of a century, | recognize that |
must try to recollect the bad just as much as thedgnemories as they both had a
profound impact on my life.

| was born in Nancy, France, October 28, 1930,thimel of four daughters. My
father, Henri Braun, and mother, Francoise, baimfPoland, came to France where they
eventually met and were married. | had two oldstess, Marie-Eve and Helene, and one
younger, Violette. We lost Helene to diphtheria wisée was only four. My oldest sister
relocated to Israel after World War 1, where sieddat the age of 64. Violette still lives
in Nancy with her husband and two children.

| know very little about my parents’ early lifedbn’t event know their actual date
of birth. One is not given important details durihg first ten years of their lives. What |
do know is that during this short time, | alwayk feved and secure.

| remember a large two-room apartment; no hot watebathroom. | remember a
large, bright looking kitchen, where we spent nastur time. My fondest memories are
about the kitchen, where we spent most of our tiMg.fondest memories about the
kitchen, is a rectangular table, always covered aitcolorful cloth, where my mother
prepared the Shabbat meals. | would stand frighthdyyside watching her every move,
and, many times, she would let me help her kneadlttugh for the Challah (braided egg
bread specifically used during Friday evening se)i roll some more dough for
noodles, and, best of all, help mix ingredientsdadelicious dessert. She loved to sing
and taught us songs in various languages.

| adored my father. He was very proud of his “peisges.” He would take us one
at a time, for long walks, or to the corner pub reh&e would sit on his lap while he’'d be
conversing with his friends. He made each one déekvery special.

To me those were good times, despite the factvileatvere being mistreated by
some neighbors, who would call us “Sale Juif” (didew) and often by our school
teachers and classmates. | always knew that wheame home, mother would be
greeting me with a big hug and | would almost forhpe transgressions of the day.

World War 1l changed all that. First we had to dedh the constant bombing of
Nancy, sometimes staying in our assigned shelteddgs at a time. In 1940, just before
the Germans invaded Nancy, most of its resideffit$desafer surroundings. We moved
to a tiny village called “Les Poiriers.”
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When the Germans invaded France, they divided ¢liatcy into two sections:
Occupied France and Free France. Unfortunatelgesmar little town was located in the
occupied side, it was not long before the Germanaded it. In July of 1941, the
German Gestapo apprehended us from our home. Tutblessly shoved us into a
covered truck, already filled with other Jewish fié@s, and took us to a French
concentration camp, on the outskirts of the cityPotftiers. Although there were German
soldiers in and around the camps, the camp direesrFrench.

Over three hundred people were cramped into thimsden barracks with straw
mattresses spread on each side, our only conveniercy little food and clothing. |
remember roll call early every morning, sometimeghe middle of the day, when we
would have to stand up straight and be quiet far$ioYet, besides always being hungry
and, in the winter, always cold, | don’t remembeinlg too sad or scared. | had the
comfort of being with my loving parent.

In December 1941, the “Acting Government” authadizbe French interned
children to leave the concentration camp. With éReeption of ten children, they were
allowed to move out of the area and join relatw® were not yet held captive. My two
sisters went to Paris where they stayed with art. duwas one of the remaining ten
(never learned the real reason). In January of 18#2government consented to let us
out. However, we had to remain in the vicinity loé tconcentration camp where we were
placed with Jewish families. | lived in PoitierstiviMr. and Mme. Prager and their three
children. | had never met them before.

From that time on, life became a nightmare. So nhashbeen bottled up all these
years; other incidents just keep popping up: Theislepeople were not allowed out in
the streets without the yellow “Jewish Star” shagvprominently on their clothing, and
they could not shop during the day, only duringoaple of hours in the evening, “Jew
curfew hours.” By that time, even with food stamibe&re was usually nothing left in the
stores. On many occasions, Mme. Prager would gi®earshopping list assuring me it
was safe for me to go out without the Jewish SWith your straight blond hair and blue
eyes, the Germans will never guess you're Jewstg"said. Telling her | was scared did
not help. | would venture out, singing and skippingping the Gestapo, seeing me acting
carefree, would not suspect that | was Jewish.

In July of 1942, the Gestapo issued an edict ferattiest of all the Jewish people
in the area. Mr. Prager made immediate plans tapest¢o Free France. The border
between both regions was separated by two rowsitelol wire, and well guarded. With
the help of two French guides, we eventually madageget through. At that point, the
Prager family, who had thankfully brought me toagsx along with them, left me with
relatives and went their own way.

The period between July 1942 and May 1944 was th&t mrrowing time of my
existence. | was constantly fleeing from the Gersnaho, by then, had occupied all of
France. | was separated from my family and forcelide in many places: a convent, an
orphanage, a farm, another orphanage, another @@hmso many places. Always alone.
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If not for the aid and support of some wonderfuiri€tian people, mostly
strangers, | could not have survived. Finally, witie help of the United Jewish Joint
Distribution, | found myself in Toulouse (near therder of Spain), in the home of a lady
only known as “Mademoiselle Giselle.” Imaging myyjevhen, among the children
already there, | saw my cousin Charles! Besidesri€hathere were seven boys
approximately my age, and one four-year old boy, Udid not feel so abandoned any
more. Although we were still hiding, | could noweusy real name in the presence of
everyone in the house. | was the only girl in theug. Mlle. Giselle genuinely showed
her appreciation for my help. She would alwaysraskto sing and entertain, something |
had been doing since | was a little girl, evenanaentration camp.

Much to my chagrin, | did not stay there long. Tdwnt Distribution had made
arrangements to smuggle us to Spain. We crossedPyhenees (mountains between
France and Spain). In two separate groups. | waseitiirst group with Charles, Uri and
two other boys. We could not take any identificatiwith us. Mlle. Giselle hid a
photograph of my mother in one shoulder pad of gt @and a passport picture of my
father in the other 9theonly pictures | possesdédyas my responsibility to watch over
Uri until we reached Spain. Mlle. Giselle gave medfic instructions never to lose sight
of Uri, and handed me two chocolate bars exclugif@ him. | was careful to dole out
the chocolate, a piece at a time. To this day, hdeo if the chocolate might possibly
have had any effect on his behavior; Uri never dampd during the whole ordeal.
There were some frightening episodes crossing tbhantains, but we finally arrived
safely in Barcelona. Eventually, our small groupr@ased to forty-five boys and girls, all
under the age of fifteen.

We lived in large villa, on the outskirts of Baroea. There, | met the second
person | shall never forget, Mlle. Seccera. Mllec&ra was Spanish Catholic nurse who
had lost her family and fiancé in the Franco Sgamiar. She had offered her services to
the Jewish Joint Distribution and was devoted tdha children. As with Mlle. Giselle,
her selfless, compassionate disposition made metHae she really cared about me.
There was a very special aura of camaraderie artienghildren. For eight months, we
lead a pretty normal life. We attended school agaamticipated in the Jewish Holidays
and created our own entertainment. | was the dolois

| was disheartened when it all came to an endamudry of 1945. Everyone, with
the exception of four children, left for the SowthSpain, at which point they were to
embark for Israel. On boy, Gerard, was to remaiBarcelona until he could return to his
native country, England. | never heard from themiagVy cousin Charles, a boy named
Maurice, and | set out for Lisbon, Portugal, wherelived with Jewish families for three
months, until a Portuguese ship, the “Quanza,’lliinagreed to take us to the United
States.

We landed in Philadelphia in April 1945. We spoke English. Someone from
the Joint Distribution was waiting for us and toGkarles and me to an orphanage in
Newark, New Jersey. We remained there until my &JiMax, brother of my mother, was
located and notified of our arrival. My uncle and family, not having been forewarned
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of our arrival, were shocked. What's more, although knew of Charles’ existence,
Uncle Max has never been informed of my mother'sriage to my father, let alone that
she had daughters.

From the time | left the concentration camp, ewdegision regarding my destiny
was made for me, including coming to the Unitedt€dtaand even after | arrived. In
1947, when my cousin Charles was going back toderda join his parents who had
survived the war, | pleaded to return with him smuld be reunited with my two sisters.
The answer was “No.” Again, | had no say in theteraBy that time, my four surviving
aunts in France felt certain my dear parents hadgunwived “Auschwitz.” They decided
that my American uncle owed it to my mother to shagsponsibility of one of her
daughters’ upbringing. Even my sisters showed terést in a reunion. | felt completely
abandoned by those | thought loved me. | was sbthat | vowed never to return to
France. | became an American citizen as soonwaséd twenty-one.

Being an orphan is a challenge in itself. Gettingkhow a new family, new
country, new language, different customs, compedife even more. It certainly was
not easy, and | could have never made it withoeitethcouragement of many wonderful
people, family and strangers. Yet, | strongly fixalt what helped me most during my life
are the beautiful memories | have of my childhoatthwny parents.

As | look back, | am grad my aunts decided notetonhe return to France. The
shy, skinny child who came to the United Statethatage of fourteen has evolved into a
happy mother of four great children three girls ané boy, and nine grandchildren. | am
also fortunate to have been married to two verydgown, and to have accumulated
many good friends through the years.

In 1979, when one of my daughters received a Rd@dup Scholarship to study
in France for one year, | took my first trip to mgtive country, and to Israel, and was
reunited with my sisters and relatives. It was gy/v@notional experience. After the five-
week visit, | returned even more appreciative ofadgpted Country.
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Fatlovvar St

By Hilary Low

The Eternal Flame

Do ghosts live there,

in our house

on Rogowska Street?

Do they torment the living

with long fingers of memory?

All these piles of bones,

disintegrated.

No one knows where.

There are no graves to sit by.

from “Rogowska Street” by Zahava Sweet

During May of 1930, a charming young child was borrPoland. Her parents
named her Zahava, “golden” in Hebrew. True to m@me, she has lived a treasured
life—a life full of memories, full of history; afe of bravery and freedom. Zahava Sweet
is no ordinary woman; she is a Holocaust survivat a wonderful poet.

It was 1939 when the Nazis occupied Poland andremhtZahava’s house in
Brzeziny, Poland. She was nine at the time, scimeter family and frightened for her
life. The Germans had occupied Brzeziny for thdags. Within that time, two soldiers
in gray uniforms with armed rifles entered her reaad took all her family’s valuables,
especially Zahava’'s satin Purim dress made by hethen. “This will be for my
daughter, my little Helga,” said the soldier asskared it under his arm. Too terrified to
protest, her family let the soldiers ransack tlieime as they soon moved into a small
ghetto right outside their town.

For a year, Zahava'’s family lived in the Brzezirhego, a fenced area away from
their homes and everything comfortable. Zahavpt sleth her sister in her old crib with
her mother, father, grandparents, aunts, and umeclése same room. Their food was
rationed and they received stamp cards for thad.folLittle was available for them to
eat—mainly flour, bread, and sugar. Zahava fellowe with poetry when she and her
sister were taught Jewish poetry by a neighbomtenadly learning German as well. After
a year, Zahava's family was broken up. She wastsea larger ghetto, Lodz, with her
grandma and aunt where they stayed for four yea@hgy were then required to travel to
an all women’s concentration camp when the gheés hquidated.

In the concentration camp called Ravensbruck, Zahass sent to work at a
factory producing airplane parts from 4 a.m. udatk. It was now 1945. The nights
were long and cold, as she only received one mébeead and one cup of water or soup
every day. She slept in barracks with no heat amdlankets. Life was dreary and
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tedious; there was no time for fun or relaxati&il the women in the camp were forced
to sing German songs exclaiming that Germany wasealall, further humiliating the

workers. Zahava only showered once a month amdwias abundant. Working in a
striped white jumper, her stay at the concentratiamp seemed longer than it really was.

You told me

The Gestapo would kill us all

before the war’s end.

Herr Meister,

you promised to hide me

in your cellar.

from “Der Meister” by Zahava Sweet

The concentration camp was not completely filledhvwdtone hearts. Zahava's
first supervisor, the Herr Meister, was particytarice and caring to her. He allowed her
to wash her only undergarment under the table waker warmed by a torch when she
worked. He brought her tidbits of cookie, chooelaéndy, and pieces of banana which
she ate in the bathroom so no one would find fAdris man told Zahava that her people
would all be killed, but he would hide her in hisllar so she would be safe. He even
made her a little barrette for her hair. Had amyéound out about this man helping or
even talking to Zahava, the both of them would hdeen severely punished.
Eventually, he disappeared towards the end of the wahava worried he was taken
away because of his kindness, but she is fore\sefyl for the warmth of his heart and
his extension of his compassion.

You survived death,

but there is another death that follows you.
We come back

to the world of living,

to those who can't bear

to look us in the eyes.

from “Survivor” by Zahava Sweet

Liberation in 1945 was a day of happiness for ZahaWeeks prior, the women
began to recognize German soldiers slowly leavirgss-and less soldiers were stationed
at the camp. When a Russian soldier entered thairacks on liberation day, he
immediately told the women to run over the hill antb their future to guarantee not
getting caught by the Germans again. JubilantaZahland her friends first left their
raggedy striped garments and put on clean clothen,traveled back to Poland. Zahava
and three friends were given a house two weeks hifteration and stocked it full of
food. Hunger was a distant memory as they ate wshms they could and didn't care
about the repercussions (diarrhea). Zahava was fremvfrom bondage, yet she will
forever hold the memories of her experiences. rghienger submitted to any restraints;
she had earned her freedom. This past had died aed life was born.
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What will we do

with all this freedom?

Run in the street?

Taste the sun?

Chase the wind

go to the store

to smell fat sausages

and cheeses?

from “On the Way Back to Poland, 1945” by Zahavee8iv

Zahava was no longer afraid, no longer terrifiedsbidiers and men with guns.
She was free and nothing was going to take awayfeébfing. This young girl now felt as
if she could face anything. Her freedom was thketi to open doors and opportunities
for the rest of her life. Freedom additionally lagfore Zahava as she luckily found her
father and sister as a matter of chance at a $tatron in Poland. Her father was a well
known suit manufacturer. Eventually the market daits declined in Poland and their
now family of three traveled to Berlin. Zahava wexthto exercise her freedom, so she
emigrated to Israel. She experienced the foundingrael and its independence war.
The war was frightening, however, as Zahava rededvecar from its bombings.

After several years, Zahava immigrated to the WnhB¢ates to reunite with her
father and sister. They moved to Highland Parkijf@aia where the lifestyle was
extremely different from her customary life. Shmrenents that in California, “People
are different—they always change their clothes yway. You cannot wear the same
clothes every day.” She attended Cal State Losshasgand graduated with a Bachelors
Degree in Child Development. Zahava also wrote moém express her emotional
experiences and later moved to Washington statéhfee years to publish a book of
poems, titled “The Return of Sound” (Bombshelteed3r 2005).

Although no one from her immediate family from Rualas alive today, Zahava’'s
story extends to cover their memorials. She sufiféhe greatest loss of her life during
World War IlI. It was the loss of her mother. Shiél stisses her mother very much. With
two grandchildren ages eight and eleven, shelielidale of survival in hopes they come
to appreciate their privileged lives. This indegemt woman realizes that it was her faith
and strong will that allowed her to overcome héifiailt situations. She now lives in the
happiness of her freedom with the warmth of heriligsurrounding her.

Together,

we make a team.

One who has gone

through the trials of life,

and the other

just beginning

on a starlit path.

from “Starla” by Zahava Sweet
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Sy
By Evrin Peavy

The Story of Lilly Hecht

Lilly Hecht's given name at birth was Lilia Roseldfe Her family name is
Rosenfeld Stern. She was born in Czechoslovaka, the border of Hungary on March
5th, 1925 and lived in Hungary until 1947 when si@ved to Mexico. However, what
she experienced while living in Hungary in the 198)something so terrifying and very
difficult for her to explain. This is her story.

Lilly Hecht was raised in Hungary in a rather largemmunity, a Jewish
community that was very united and very calm. I#gher owned a Singer sewing
machine franchise and her mother worked at hontee |i8ed with both of her parents
and her brother. Her entire family lived in Hungawver since she can remember. She
had many aunts and uncles and her family was Vesgrwant by keeping a kosher home,
celebrating all Jewish holidays such as Hanukkah attending the synagogue during
major holidays and large parties. She also atttedangelical school where they never
had any problems until the war began.

In 1933, Lilly Hecht sensed the danger conveyedAdslf Hitler and Nazism.
She sensed the tension among the Jews and nonadesasn the rise and all she could
feel was panic, terror and desperation. She wagdoto wear the yellow Star of David.
In addition, her father's business was shut dowd la@r mother lost her job. At this
point, she was not able to attend school any loagédrher entire family’s property had
been confiscated.

Lilly remembers being forced out of her home anihdpdorced to a ghetto first,
and then to the camp in Auschwitz. She also pauatghat the media never notified her
or anyone around her about having to leave themds The only personal belongings
she was able to take with her were a few garmenttothing, but they ended up taking
that away as well. She remembers having to walla tghetto, and after that they
transported everyone in the wagons that they uséadnsport animals.

Once she arrived at the ghetto, the sight wascdiffito take in. No words can
clearly describe what she witnessed as she waglhirand taken into the ghetto. There
were people on top of one another and it was josolate turmoil and complete chaos
within the Auschwitz camp. They were hardly evafeg anything to eat, and the soup
that they did give to them was just awful.

Auschwitz was an extermination camp. When sheedlrin Auschwitz that was
the last time she saw her father. Her mother wilswsth her but they both had to
pretend that they didn’t know each other becausg thiere killing anyone who they
knew had any relation to one another. She alsallsebeing dragged into the gas

- 297 -



chamber once. The day she was put in the gas d@rartite gas chamber was not
working but all she could think about was “It's #ypthey didn't kill me.” She didn’t
know much about what was going on throughout tis¢ o0& Europe during this time
because there was no communication with the outsadl.

On May 6, 1945 the Russians came but they wereangt better than the
Germans. After Auschwitz, Lilly Hecht was trangjgor to a bomb factory in
Czechoslovakia. Everyone who was taken to thdbfgavas put to work without any
protection. They were now under Czech rule. Tilg thing they were feeding them at
this point was a small cup of milk, and that wasyahthey noticed that you had blue
lips, and very rarely you were given a hot showAfter working in the bomb factory,
everyone was transported by foot to another cariigdc@ierezienstadt camp which Hitler
created as a city where Jews can live. This ca@ap areated for the Red Cross to visit,
and to fool the world, but the conditions insideeveerrible.

She realized that the war was finally ending beeate Germans were not
around anymore. Her internment also ended butaheot recall how it came to an end
because she became very ill, which caused hercantee unconscious. The Russians had
been the ones to liberate her. Fortunately, hethemowas still with her and she
remembers being transported back to Hungary in m&agdhe remembers the day she
arrived to the location where their home used toblo all that was left were deposits of
corpses. They then went to her grandparents’ hehexe she reunited with one of her
uncles. In the end, the only family members she alae to reunite with her were her
uncle and one of her cousins.

It was very hard for Lilly Hecht to adjust. Shett very hard to forget about it.
Mrs. Hecht married another survivor and they boidgdtto not speak about the subject
almost until now. She moved to Mexico in 1947 amd 980 she moved to the United
States. She has three daughters but she rarekspa the subject of her experience
during the Holocaust, and she has yet to make psdhewvhat happened to her during
that time in her life.
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B S nitty

By Rebecca Herrman

A Story Not to Be Forgotten

Prior to 1938, Seredne, Czechoslovakia, occupiessidun 1945, was a small but
peaceful town with ahtett like feel almost like a modeffiddler on the RoofWith only
2,000 residents it was one of those places wheeeyenme knew each other. Jews and
non-Jews alike lived side-by-side working and sting to support their families. The
Jews of Seredne were quite successful and ownetlohtise businesses while many of
the non-Jews worked for them. The main street océ@e was the center of town where
shopkeepers both lived and ran their business.

Rose was born into Seredne life on December 289.1%bysie” as they called
her in Yiddish, grew up in an Orthodox environmarith traditional codes of conduct
and lifestyle and weekly Shabbat services. You vaaréoutcast” if you didn’t follow the
same customs as the rest of the community. Rosesénaeh brothers and sisters. Two
older sisters named Helen and Judy, an older br&thiéip who was called “Fishi,” three
younger sisters named Bluma, Fay and Leah and aggowrother named Meier Bair.
Rose was right in the middle.

Rose’s family lived on the main street where hehdg Solomon Schwartz
owned a tailor shop. “He was such a good tailops& remembered. They made their
own clothes and even grew their own produce. Thgyeszed ten people, including
Rose’s mother, Regina, Rose’s father and her ssilings, and quite often guests, in
their small home with no electricity or running wat

Rose went to school as it was mandatory until eea fourteen, and had several
friends both Jews and non-Jews. Jewish childreallystdid not attend high school unless
parents were able to afford an education outsidth@ftown. Most of the boys would
attend Hebrew School after public school. Goingyonagogue was a weekly event for
the Jews in Seredne and Rose remembers enjoyisgimgeup for Shabbat and strolling
down the dirt roads on the way to Temple showirfghef new outfits. When Rose was
not in school or at services, she was helping hether in the home or visiting her
grandmother who lived only three miles away.

When people weren’t working hard or going to syrmagn they would enjoy a
movie in the town theatre or watch the travelingatines when they passed through
Seredne. Many of the town’s activities were arranigyge the Jewish Town Council.

Until the age of fourteen, Rose remembers “livingeautiful life” and getting
along with all of their neighbors. It was hard fepse to reflect back on what little
childhood she did have, though, since she was sog/ahen it was taken away from her
in 1938. When asked if she had had any aspiratitmgg her younger years, Rose
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responded: “What was there to dream?” Rose didhagte the same luxury as other
children her same age.

Life in Seredne was beautiful until one day evengtchanged.

In 1938, Hungary and Germany began their invasib®zechoslovakia. That
year was a turning point not just for Rose and faarily, but for all Jews in Europe.
Restrictions began to be placed on Jews limitingrtlwhereabouts and way of life.
Everything in Seredne was visibly changing fromwas goyim(non-Jews) viewed Jews
to rules on where or when Jews could be on a deaibjs. Soon Jewish businesses were
taken away, including Rose’s father’s, and weregito non-Jews. Luckily, he was able
to take home one of the machines from the tail@psand some limited materials in
order to be able to survive on something. Manyhefrnen, including Rose’s father, were
frequently taken to work outside of town as slaabor. “We made do with what we
had,” as did the majority of Jews, Rose commenis@ryone would help one another.
“A Jew always finds a way” says the well-known Yisld saying. Luckily, they had no
problem with food because of the farm.

Not only were Jews stripped of their possessions, dlso of their pride and
dignity. They were humiliated and beaten to nothiRgse even noticed how her non-
Jewish friends and classmates changed their atitoddard her. They were taught to
believe that Jews were “Christ- killers” and euiledls. Jewish children were eventually
excluded from public school. Curfew was in placehe forties and yellow stars were
enforced.

Rose remembers one day duridgkkot a Jewish holiday celebrating the Jewish
people’s survival of forty years in the Egyptiarsed, when non-Jewish children were
throwing rocks at them in th8ukkah a temporary three-sided booth or hut roofed with
branches. It was difficult to not respond, but thest let it happen. Jews had to be
careful, always on the alert. They learned to ignthhe dehumanizing and crude
comments. When you saw violent kids, you would sithe street.

The general community did not know much about wie happening in Europe
at the time due to the ban on radios. They hadsi ls#nse of Nazism and who Hitler
was, though, at least enough to know that Europe lveading down a dangerous path.
One family did manage to keep a radio, only ligtgnio it at night for safety. They
discovered the atrocities- Polish Jews being kijlledving to dig their own graves.
Seredne Jews had little to worry though- G-d waqartatect them. They just prayed every
day. They never thought that anything like what wappening in Poland would ever
happen to them. After 1938, however, the feelingsedi’s protection was waning and
many escaped into the forests. Czechoslovakia wdgruHungarian rule until 1944,
Hungarian Jews were the last to be deported t@aheentration camps, a lucky break
which helped Rose and others survive.

It was the morning of April 1944, one day after $tager. Rose was fourteen years
old. A drum beat called the townspeople togethgh&écommunity square to announce
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that the Jews would be transported. “Take what ga bring,” they were told. They
rushed backed to their home to pack, unsure of erhwhere they were going. Rose’s
mother told her to wear three dresses and sevared pf socks because they “didn’t
know when we’ll return.”

After a couple of days, all the Jews of the distnere transported by oxen-driven
wagons to the city of Uzhgorod, Hungary where tinagre dumped along some train
tracks near a brick factory. They were forced tiddbilneir own shelter and survive on the
food they luckily brought with them. Soldiers wiguns and dogs guarded them like
prisoners day and night for about three to fourksee

After Uzhgorod, they were rounded up into cattlesdike sardines to be shipped
off to Auschwitz. The journey was only a coupledafys, but it seemed like a lifetime.
There was no room to move, no seats, no bathroormsywater. The stench was
abominable and people were passing out. The scase'wery sad,” Rose reflected. No
one knew what was going to happen to them. Roseéaer before left her little town of
Seredne so the experience was almost like a “Heraitbventure.”

When they arrived at their destination, they wearaibd off of the cattle cars and
told, once again, to “take what you can.” The istheir possessions were confiscated
by the SS officers. A Jewish man in a uniform wharked in the camp came on the train
and helped Rose with her things. He asked her Hdvslte was. “| am fourteen,” said
Rose. The man told her to “tell them you are eighteso you will have a chance to
survive They were then ordered to line up. They experiertlent first of what would be
numerous role calls and selections. Rose took irstseoundings and spotted a big sign
above an ominous set of open black gates that“saischwitz.” Rose had no sense of
where this was or what it meant. “l was in a daze.”

Everyone stood silently as the SS walked up andndibw lines of terrified and
confused people. An SS officer in uniform approacRese and asked her for her age.
As instructed, she said she was eighteen. The nagiomed for her to go to the “right,” a
lucky move. Her father and brother Fishi, who wagesiteen years old at the time, were
sent in another direction to be taken to a work maker mother, younger brother and
younger sisters, who were all under the age ofusyelvere sent straight to the gas
chambers. Children were useless to the Nazis, beddey could not work. This would
have been Rose’s fate had she not lied about leer ag

Helen at twenty-one, Judy at nineteen and Rose leérto support one another.
They, along with the rest of the able-bodied wonvegre immediately taken to a
bathroom to be stripped and shaved. To add to thairiliation and degradation, the SS
officers took pictures of them while they undress@tliey took away all of their
belongings and were given rags to dress in. Rad®ss was too long so she cut the
bottom half and tied it around her head for warmth.

The sun began to go down and the women were tdideaip fortzelapel “roll
call.” They were counted several times per dayryeday. While they were waiting they

- 303 -



could see fires behind an old building and if tHestened carefully, heard people
screaming and calling names. It was almost aseiir ttshadows were running,” Rose
observed. Judy asked the SS officer what was hapgpend he responded that they were
burning hair. “Hair does not make that noise,” Jsdid. The officer then replied, “they
are burning cripples.” Everyone tried covering thears from the piercing screams and
their noses from the putrid smell. At that poingse knew the fate of her mother and
siblings.

Auschwitz was also the name of the city and wasgldivinto several categories
of lagars German for “camp,” by electrical wire. The ficmmp was originally built for
political prisoners and the second camp was cdlgkenau where Rose was taken.
There was a Czech camp and a gypsy camp nearbglasTivere were thirty barracks
that housed 1,000 women in Birkenau, each contgitiinee rows of bunk beds where
groups of eight women were forced to squeeze im@® ®here were no mattresses or
blankets. For warmth, they huddled close togetNen-functioning fireplaces were in
each barrack. Today, only the chimneys stand.

The following morning they were served black coffReese, the curious child that
she was, told her sisters that she was going ttexputside. As she looked around the
depressing and eerie camp she heard a man caflanee. Rose saw someone with a
striped uniform approach her. She hesitated siheedsd not recognize him at first. It
turned out to be her father. She didn’'t have tharthi® tell him what happened to her
mother, but in his eyes, she could tell that heaaly knew. Rose told him that Helen and
Judy were with her while her father said that Fishs still with him. It was difficult to
exchange any words, but the one thing that Ros#i'®&f stressed was to “continue to stay
together and to try and stay alive so you carnthellworld what is happening to us.” You
must “tell your story” to the world, he said. FathEBishi and the three sisters met the
following day, but on the third meeting, Rose’shiat and Fishi did not show. That was
the last time Rose saw her father and brother.

Weeks went by and the women grew weaker and si€@eople continued to be
gassed without mercy. They were never given en@aghso they were hadlive when
they were being burned.

The food was atrocious. In the morning, there waskocoffee. For lunch, they
were given one slice of hard bread with a tinydbitnargarine. For dinner, they ate soup
that was, as Rose clearly remembers, “so bad.’alk served in a large pot that eight
people had to share from. There was cabbage andtisoes, if you were the lucky one
to finish the last of the soup, potatoes. They mmait have washed the vegetables,
because the soup was always filled with sand. Ctemivere even put into the soup in
order for women to not menstruate. Several timeseReould check the back of the
kitchen for scraps hoping to find bits of leftowerasure.

Strong, Jewish women callé@dpowere put in charge of the camp. They kept the

women in order. Once, Rose opened her mouth to leampbout the food and got
beaten. She still has the bruises and scratchesrtmd her. Many Jews were given job
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posts in the camps to do the dirty work of the NaHithey refused, they were killed on
the spot. Some had to watch their families go &rttleaths and could do nothing about
it.

Rose ended up getting sick with diarrhea for we&ksing this time, she was
never chosen to work, but would always get seletbedo to the “gas” line. She was
brave and always managed to sneak out and joisisters in the “safe” line. “You had
to be clever,” Rose remarked. Once, however, stsealvaost caught trying to sneak into
the transport line where her sisters were. Sheinenone of thekapo where she was
forced to make up a story to save herself. Lucldhe ended up sneaking into the “safe
line, once again. She barely made the 300 womemftytoint. “Using your brain” to
survive was crucial.

After about three to four months in Birkenau, tlaenp grew smaller every day as
women passed away from sickness and starvationvem &illed themselves on the
electrical wire. The stench of burning and decayogies was repulsive. Thoughts of
escaping alive were impossible as officers and dogsounded the camps, checking if
everything was in order around the clock. Those whaoggled to stay alive found
themselves used to their own stench and lice dimeg could not wash themselves for
months. It was “not a nice picture,” Rose described

It was not easy for the women to stay alive andoKeaping. Giving up seemed
like the easiest thing to do. But “the rumors mage survive.” Good rumors were
important. Women would gather in the bathroom tarhthe latest gossip if the
Americans or the Russians would liberate them. Withhe hope that everything would
be okay and that one day they would reunite withilig Rose and her sisters would not
have survived. Even with such hope it was harditdinue believing in something. “We
all questioned our faith in G-d.” After the war, nyadidn’t even think about Judaism.

One day, things dramatically changed. The remaimmoghnen were cleaned up
and given new clothes with numbered sheets of ptgmked onto them. They were
packed onto trains destined for Brinental, a prodnccamp for ammunition, uniforms
and gas masks. It was a dream-come-true when tiieyed They were each given a
bunk, a blanket, a canteen for food and a spooeay Were treated “500%” better than at
Auschwitz-Birkenau, almost like humans since thebjor was needed. The work was
difficult and Rose joked once that she should &rgeextra food for the work she was
doing. Sure enough, she got it! They knew they vgéte‘slaves” though, and were each
branded with a number from the sheets of papere Ress known as “A25893.” The
evidence is still on her arm.

On May 6, rumors spread that the Germans were goirige taking them on a
march. However, the women woke up on the morninilay 8,1945 not expecting it to
be one of the most important days of their livelse Date to the camp was open. They
could hear planes and gun fire. They knew the was woming to an end and that
liberation was finally here. Rose saw Russian soédirom afar and ran out waving a
white cloth to surrender, not knowing if they weang to shoot her.
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The women were given real food to eat. It was laobitessing and a curse. Many
overindulged and got sick. Their bodies were netus ingesting substantial food. Rose,
among a few others were invited to go into towrhveidme of the Russian soldiers. They
were able to gather some extra pairs of clothegyTemained in the liberated camp
between ten days and two weeks. Despite the freetuhrelief they experienced, the
women were still in constant danger of being rapethe soldiers.

It was finally time to go home. Rose at fifteen deal two sisters gathered the one
pair of shoes and clothes they each had left aaddteto the train station. It was a time
filled with mixed feelings. Everyone felt liberatedid thankful, like “free birds,” that the
war finally ended, but, on the other hand, it wapredictable and frightening. “You
didn’t know what to do next.” There were so mangsfions to ask, not sure which ones
could even be answeredho was still alive? Was there really a home tobgok to?
Was there anything left? Why did this happen toWwsat happened to G-d®o one was
certain what the next step was after losing so nali¢heir lives. One thing that Rose did
know was that she certainly had “a new life to fivRose and her sisters never discussed
what the plan was going to be or what the futude.hEhe most important thing was to
go home hoping that someone would be there. All gouid do was plan for today and
not worry about tomorrow.

The Schwartz girls arrived at the train station@shchaos and hordes of people.
It took them three days to get train tickets, whieére free. Everything in Europe was
chaotic without rules or regulations. Most thingsled up being free at the time. When
all joy and happiness was thought to be lost, Haleha Czech soldier named Tibor and
they immediately fell in love. He gave her a keyis apartment in Prague and promised
her that they would get married one day.

After the war, people changed. Jews now had atoesateries and hostels, all for
free during their journeys home. “Non-Jews opelineir thearts” and took Jews into their
homes. Before the war they would not have eveadifh fingerWhat does it take for
people to help their fellow human beings in theefatadversity and inhumanity?

The train ride to Seredne took four weeks sinceetleere no direct trains. They
didn’t expect to come back to what they saw. Tleice beautiful and cozy home was
now a run-down horse shed. Despite the image, R@sestill hopeful that there was
something still keeping the home alive. She wenedliy to a nook in the part of the
house between the roof and corner wall. She heldteath and reached in to find the
box of jewelry that her father had hidden beforeythwere taken away to the
concentration camps. Many Jews buried their przessessions in the ground in hopes
of not having every piece of their lives taken frahem. Not everyone was able to
uncover their buried treasures as Rose and hersidid, leaving Europe’s soil rich with
secret treasure forever.

It wasn’t easy to return to see their past in ruirtee girls went to their neighbors
to “get their stuff back” since non-Jews took otrex homes and businesses of the Jewish
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people during the war. “You’d have to fight fof’ ithey said. Two dozen people returned
to Seredne, many inhabiting abandoned homes lik&dhmwartz girls did.

Of those who returned, two different survivor frisnwere able to tell Rose what
happened to her brother and father. Fishi and dteef ended up getting separated. Her
father remained in Birkenau while Fishi was tramtgmh to a camp where he made SS
uniforms. A couple of days before the war endedhiF8s camp was cleared out.
Everyone was taken to the forest where they wéighat. The Germans did not want any
witnesses. One of Fishi’s friends had stayed badke barracks because he was too sick
to leave. He survived to tell the story of FisRibse’s father got quite sick in the camp
and was eventually sent to the gas chambers, bet&usould no longer work.

After seeing what was left of their home, Helenided she would leave for
Prague while Judy and Rose stayed in Seredne tart dbree to four weeks. Rose was
still young and “wanted to have a good time” witheorrying about the future. Judy
also found love and married Bumi, a long time fddrom Seredne and also a survivor.
Five years later, they moved to Uzhgorod with tisen.

In February 1946, Helen was lucky enough to sigrseRap for an Orphan
Rehabilitation Program in England even though stethrned sixteen. Helen thought it a
good idea for Rose to leave Czechoslovakia. Thgrpm ended up settling in Scotland
in a hostel called Polton House, half an hour fiedinburgh. She was there for seven or
eight months working and studying. The remainingtyive survivor children were
shipped to Bedford, England where other survivaesawvaiting. They continued to work
and go to school in the Goldingtonbury hostel. Resen became proficient in English.
While there, she met Max Schindler, who becamehisband of fifty-seven years. She
“knew he was the one.”

Despite going their separate ways, the girls k&t in contact with one another.
Rose even visited Helen in Prague in 1949.

The group of orphans continued to shrink as mangtue Israel to fight in the
War of Independence. After three to four months,rdmaining children including Rose,
Max and Max’s brother, Fred, were gathered up agaid taken to London. The
Committee for the Care of Children from the Concatiin Camps (CCCFCC) divided
the children into pairs and placed them in famifi@sat least a year. At this time, Max
and Rose were engaged.

On July 27, 1950, Rose and Max were married inWlest London Synagogue,
the first of the survivors. Rose was twenty and Maas twenty-one. Sir Montefiore, a
famous Italian-British man who saved several orghaiiter the war, walked Rose down
the aisle.

The married couple lived in London for a year wiMax corresponded with his

family in America. Eventually, they were askedhéy wanted to come to the States. “I
thought money was on the streets!” Rose exclaiméey did not hesitate, and were
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sponsored a year later on October 12, 1951 todga@ssenger ship to New York. When
they arrived, they found a one bedroom apartmentdot and got jobs in the garment
industry for $1 an hour!

A year went by and the couple was proud of whay theed accomplished. They
saved up enough to rent their own place in Broaklymey furnished it beautifully and
received guests all of the time to play cards. Mahtheir survivor friends had moved to
New York as well. They had their first child, Roxe in 1954.

After five years, Max and Rose decided to try oatifdrnia. Max had a friend
already living there so he served as a useful canidey moved to North Park, San
Diego in April 1956 where they lived for six monthatil moving to their new home in
southern San Diegdlhey had three more beautiful children within fiyears named
Ben, Steve and Jeff and many years later wereddesgh nine grandchildren.

Max worked for General Dynamics as a computer gystanalyst for twenty-
eight years while Rose worked part-time in a falstare. In 1967, she opened up her
own fabric store after the kids were all in scha¥ter ten years, they closed the store.
Max retired in 1988 and Rose in 1977.

Max and Rose have lived a good life together. “Tdusntry has been good to us,
but we've been good to this country too,” they mgped. Grateful that America gave
them such amazing opportunities, they also knew they were great assets to the
country. It wasn’'t easy overcoming the past, bst,Max pointed out, “most of the
survivors went forward in their lives and didn’tolo back.” This was an important
process and many agencies such as the United JEedgration helped integrate people
back in the community, placing survivors in diffetéocations around the country.

In 1956, Max and Rose joined thidew Life Club a social organization for
survivors, which was established in 1951. They wbkesyoungest at the time. The club
meets once a month over lunch and engages in urpgograms. The club has a
considerable membership of sixty to eighty peopl® wive donations to help support
efforts to keep the stories of the Holocaust afreen the Holocaust memorial in Israel,
Yad Vashento school field trips to the Museum of ToleranoneLbs Angeles. The club
even sponsors children to go on the March of tivengi a powerful guided walking trip
through the remains of the concentration campaunoje.

Helen settled in New York where she currently residShe ended up never
marrying Tibor She came to the United States through papers Rabesdnt in 1962.
Unfortunately, Judy had been sick for a long tinmel @assed away in 1961. She was
buried in Prague. Along with her grave, a stone a&sted dedicated to Rose’s family
who lost their lives. In 1968, Bumi’s sister brotidgiimself, his son and his new wife to
the U.S.
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In 1995, Rose and Max returned to Seredne on asligderitage Tour. The city
was “100 years behind” with the same dirt roadskén fences and roaming cows and
chickens from Rose’s younger days. The Nazis hiéetliqpractically everything.

Looking back at how she lived her life with the nwrmas of the past, Rose
explained how difficult it was to return to Judaissiwell as talk about the Holocaust and
her experiences. Rose contemplated how she sholéhie my religion so my children
don’t have to go through what | did.” For yearsgythdid not go to Temple. But Rose
soon realized that she was not strong enough t@maevhat she was brought up to do.
When her children were born, she resumed Jewisttipea and beliefs. “You need to
hold on to something,” Rose highlighted. Rose ofifenks about what it would have
been like if they ended up in Israel where they Midael at home in their own country
not having to worry about being judged for who thnegre.

One of the hardest things was to talk about the fasasn’t easy for survivors to
revisit such painful times. The children knew that and Max were survivors, that their
parents had powerful experiences, but these stargge generally kept from them for
most of their lives so that they could grow up anmal life without any stigma. It took
Rose many years to finally talk about what happehedasn’t until her son Steve was in
junior high school that she began talking. Forfiret time, she was ready to tell her story
like her father had once told her to do. Todayage seventy-eight, Rose has overcome
much more than most can fathom, but has lookedaatvauring the troubling times,
continuing to live the good life that she has biatther family.

Each story that is told is unique and special enowvn. But all tell of the
unthinkable and the unimaginable; stories that hage to keep talking about to make
sure that it doesn’t happen again.” Each servespsce to a story in our history- A story
that must never be forgotten.
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The following biographical information was obtainfedm an interview conducted with
Seldon and Eva Mars, a man and wife residing in INg\v California, located in the
Santa Clarita Valley. The Santa Clarita Valleypart of the 38 Assembly District,
represented by Assemblyman Cameron M. Smyth. nibesiew was conducted on
Tuesday, February 19, 2008, in the library at Saubligh School in Saugus, California,
from 6:00pm — 8:00pm. The interview was condudigdhe following students from
three area high schools: Sarah Yuwiler, CareesarQand Sara Niemietz (Saugus High
School) / Neev Zaiet (Valencia High School) / Taa, Sean Oh and Eric Chu (North
Hollywood High School). Also in attendance wad Bilde, Principal, Saugus High
School, who generously donated the use of his &diboary, as well as parents of the
students, and a recording engineer from local ragtation, KHTS AM-1220, who
recorded the interview session. Diana Sevaniacallcolumnist for Santa Clarita
newspaper, The Signal, and instrumental in thig'gesearch to locate Seldon and Eva
Mars, was present to record the session for prigdia. Mr. and Mrs. Mars were
accompanied to the interview by their children dhdir spouses, as well as several of
their grandchildren. Because Seldon and Eva weith ery young and not married to
one another during the Holocaust, each has a sdpaaad distinct experience of that
time in history. In an effort to provide the pesprespect to each of their individual
experiences, the recollections will be precededhleyfirst name of the person providing
the recollection.

Seldon: My family life...I was born in a very small villagend we lived very simple.
We didn’'t have any radio, we didn't have any tedeun, there was at that time no
television at all, and we had no water in the house had outside in the ground. We
took water from the ground and we lived a simpie. liWe didn’t know anything what's
going on in the world...no newspaper, nothing. | Wwam in Czechoslovakia...that's the
place near the Polish border it calls Ukraineusikd to be Czechoslovakia and then the
Hungarians came in and then the Ukrainians canandhthey split the Czechoslovakia
and Ukraine, so everybody got three portions.

Eva: | was born in Berlin, Germany and we had a vegdylife. My father worked for
the Jewish Community and he was officer in thevl mother didn’t work, and we had
a live in maid that took care of us and we had iy g®od life. We were in Germany
when Hitler came and | was eight years old. Arehtthere was the Kristallnacht, (Night
of the Broken Glass) | think you’'ve heard abouwvitere they burned all the synagogues
and they burned all the Jewish stores and thewtlale the...for instance clocks and
things they had out the window and when that camemother decided the only place
where you could still go was to Shanghai. We wenShanghai in 1939. We went
through a few years with Hitler when | was eightilunwas thirteen...that was a very
bad time. | have one sister...she survived, shésaslaere in America...she is five years
older than | am. My father was born in...I don't kndhow you say it...it's Ober-
Schlesien, it's called Beuthen in German and myheowas born in Berlin, but my
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grandfather came from Lithuania. He was a cantodori’t know how you say it...in
German we say Oba Cantor, that's the highest ot#mtors in the synagogue...and he
was born in by Vilna, not far. We had the synagogght around the corner and of
course, my parents didn’t drive, we didn’t havescabut it was very close, everybody
observed everything.

Seldon: The Jewish life was very simple. It was in dagk, you know...we attended
the synagogue, you know, | went to the Czech schodl| went to the Jewish school.
We were busy studying. So, my parents wanted be &ducated so we can make a good
living. So | had day and night, day and night sthto learn. It was Hebrew school...it
was boys and girls separate...yeah, because thejigeous, you know.

Eva: We were not such a big family but we always redifies and friends...our house
was constantly with people. My father’'s hobby wassic and he had a choir and there
was always music and you know, lively. Yes, thees fun...but that was before 1933.
There was nothing strange between any of us...nathirgad friends when | was little
and they used to play with us and we used to gbeam and they came to us. We didn’t
know about Hitler. We didn’t even know the diffeoe before the war. | just knew that
there were Jewish people and non-Jewish peoplé Hidn't make any difference. My
full name is Eva Epstein... (Eva looks over at Shelds Sheldon chuckles at the
guestion regarding his name)

Seldon: | changed my name when | came here because dlteyne that it was a lot of
anti-Semite of Jews here, so my Aunt says you bettange your name. So she went
and changed it...my first name was Z-E-L-I-G, andlds name was M-A-R-C-H-O-V-
I-C...Marchovic. And she made it to Seldon Mars...MAR3ke the candy (laughs).

Eva: The Nazis affected our life...yes, very much beeawben we...when the they
were...when the SS was marching , we had to stantthégidewalk and put our right
hand up to hail Hitler and when | walked with my threr, when we went shopping or
something and we heard the music that they werehimey my mother used to say “Let’s
go find a store or something”, and run in becausedign’t want to stand there and put
our hands up, so we always went into a store oelung. For a child eight years old it
was like you had to hide...what | have now and | giil to the psychiatrist, | still have
that little girl here. (points to her head) Anddntot go in deserts because there are no
houses to run to...and | cannot go to mountains echdon’t know what's behind it,
and | am still suffering. My husband was forcedviear the yellow Star of David but not
where | was.

Seldon: | was in Auschwitz...yeah, first in Auschwitz...onlyrlg time was two weeks in
Auschwitz then we went to another camp...it's calkeck...and what we did there is
make tracks for the trains. And then we went totlaer camp called Reichenbach and
we were working in a factory making munitions. dntt know what | made but | made
some kind of stuff. | worked there which wasn’tdband what they gave you every
Friday, they gave you a pack of cigarettes. | soydpack of cigarettes for bread because
you know | got a piece of bread in the morning ameas thinking what shall | do if |

-314 -



don’t eat it in the morning, someone will steafrdm me so | better eat it...was a piece
of bread and was very heavy so | was glad to hhaé @and | ate it...so | sold my
cigarettes for bread.

Eva: My father did not lose his job...my father was setfpgtoyed. Yes, we could go to
school even after the Nazis came in. That wash&ndhing...because across the street
was a non-Jewish school and | went to an all gelsish school and we were afraid to go
to school because the boys used to come and be toeas: and things. Well, it's
different over there with property, | don’'t know viaao explain it...you have a big
building you have one whole side...it's like a housédon’t know how to explain it...
anyway, we had to leave everything, and the jewelyy had we had to bring
to...(pauses) you have to excuse me, when | get nsrvkeep forgetting words...a
pawnshop...it comes back to me...I'm not all bad. (l&)gAnd we had to bring all our
jewelry, my parents and everybody had to bringfal jewelry to a pawnshop and just
leave it.

Seldon: And | accumulated all the jewelry from my twotsrs and ours and | made a
hole with a big metal iron stake in the ground véegp and | dropped them in the ground
and covered it up so you know nobody will notice #hen | came back from the

concentration camp | was so weak...number one | tidave a shovel and even if |

would have a shovel | couldn’t even use a shovedbsge | was so skinny and so weak. |
think the jewelry is still there. (laughs) | neweent back.

Eva: Well, we had no choice first of all when it catodeaving our home. We wanted
to get out...we were not forced out but we didn’'t wenstay because if we stayed, first
of all they would have taken my father in the concation camp and we would have to
go too. So my mother was smart and she went ...andcgald just go to the uh, you
know, (pauses) I'm sorry, | lose words...I can’'t hglpMy mother just went and bought
tickets to Shanghai because you didn't need a fosahere and we went right to
Shanghai in 1939 and that was also a bad memoigubeone had to leave when it was
still dark and had to go by the wall so you knowbaody will see us to the station and
travel to Italy. And then we were 27 days on g siving to Shanghai. And we came
there, we didn’t know where we were, or where weengoing to go, or what was going
to be, but we just knew we didn’t have Hitler tharel so when we came there they took
us all on a big truck...open truck like animals anove us to the camps. It was occupied
by Japanese and was all bombed out by the Chimese@ had to stay in the ghetto with
camps because the Japanese were working with tilmea@s together.

Seldon: It was hard because first we were in a ghettowanide we were in the ghetto
they took all the young boys for work. And all wiel we went to the Jewish houses and
took out all the belongings and loaded up in aygpcka big pickup and | don’'t know
where they took it and that is while we were in gietto...we did work that way and
then finally they took us to Auschwitz. Auschwitas a very bad camp...a lot of people
were Kkilled there. There was a crematorium andy tbarned a lot of people
there...yeah...because when my whole family came imetiveas a Gestapo, white
gloves, SS, he was standing and he said, “You @@{lyou go there”, you know separate

- 315 -



us. When he separated us | didn’'t even have tnsay goodbye to my parents because |
didn’t know where | was going and what's going ®ext. So we all went, the older
people went in the crematorium right away and tbenger people they separated the
girls and the boys to go to work...and you had to gletely undress and everything, and
they shaved you and everything and you got newhetot The clothes were like for, uh,
you know with stripes and the boys after they auinyhair then they took a fine electric
machine and made a stripe here so you know youotann away because you're...you
are marked ...so you couldn’t do nothing. And noteraivhat, you can’t do nothing
because we are quite like in a camp with wire adoamd wire that you can’t even get out
and couldn’t run away. And you were watched by bapths and there was an SS
standing and he could look all around if anybodgasag to run away. When we went to
work, we had to go by groups...we went to work cergaliaces and two SS men they
used to count us every morning before and givéaéocommand how many we are, and
then we went out and they were with us, you knake this. We walked to work, then
we came back, they count us again to make suredyomasses and give the report that
everybody came back. | was twenty-one when | waBuschwitz. Our transport to
Auschwitz was they took us to the train and we werkke, you know, it's a closed car
like they transfer animals, you know, its closedhwonly little windows on top...no
toilet, nothing. And we were there ‘til from théape where we entered there...it was
about a day and a half and excuse me, we had tihegdoilet that’s just right there
between all the people and pour it out the littimdew when we could...it wasn't a
pleasure.

Eva: We found out we needed to leave our home wheg #tarted to burn the
synagogues and so my mother said we’re not goirsgetp here because afterwards they
picked up all the men and brought them first tbaad then to the concentration camps.
And my father was hiding out by an older lady, @ovi, and she took in a few men you
know just for a couple of weeks or so, and thenmogher got the tickets and we could
go to China. My first impression of the Shanghang...well, thank God | didn’t have it
as bad as my husband, because we could walk viiteicamp. | went into a room, they
put the girls separate, the boys separate andatents separate, so we were in a room
with fifteen girls and it was all young girls lidewas. We got along alright, and when
you're a child you don’t think everything is so isers, at least we were not threatened
from Hitler. | mean we didn’t know it's going tceetbad over there too but when you're
girls with all these children you blend in. Andatts another thing...l1 cannot be alone
now because | grew up with so many kids in the r@om | still am afraid at night and |
wouldn’t stay alone. And | like people, | love pd® and | love to go out and be with
people now because | cannot be alone. The naméefShanghai camp was
Chaoufoong. The living quarters were...| have auyset.which is not too good,
because we didn't have good cameras or anything. h&d bunk beds but the first one
was out of wood and I'm embarrassed to say it bey had so many bedbugs and things
in them...it was terrible.

Seldon: Going back to at home we had to wear a yellow &t@avid every time when
we went outside so that everybody recognize thaaneelews.
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Eva: My whole family went to the Shanghai camp. kjoave one sister and my parents
and we all went. The food we had was beans andadeone bread, which was like this
for four people. We had black beans and I'm sdngythad worms in it so we had to eat
that...because you know. We had one hospital bytditn’t have much medication and
| was in there too because | had typhoid feveratEhanother thing...l don’t take my
temperature because I'm afraid of temperature. Wjfwei have typhoid fever you have
very high temperature. Things were not sanitaallat | know you want to know this...I
had stomach typhoid, | had worms that were solieg tried to give something to me to
kill them and then they wanted to come out this westead of the other way...it was
terrible. And now | have only one working kidnegdause the doctor told me it comes
from infection. We couldn’t really bring persorialongings to the camp. We just had
the clothes off our back. | mean whatever we wone .couldn’t buy anything new. In
fact when we were packing they had someone watckouse wouldn’'t buy anything
new and we couldn’t take too much along. My fatteek some music along because he
had some sheet music and things from his choihep didn’t say anything. What did |
do in the camp? Well, | was still a little girl tobwas so much sick that | couldn’t even
go to...I mean they had a school, a Jewish school botildn’'t even go to that. When |
got a little better | had to learn something anehhted to learn dress making, so | started
but | wasn’t so good. | got sick while | was iretbamp. The hospital was out of the
camp, out of the ghetto, so | was afraid that niepis couldn’t come visit me. If you
wanted to leave the camp you had to go to a Japaheon’'t know what he was, he
called himself the “King of the Jews”, and you hadjet a passport to go out. Yes, we
had cultural things and activities...my father hachair in the synagogue, in a Russian
synagogue. There was a little bit but not too muale had our own entertainment in the
camps. My family did come visit me in the hospitsdt was just before they closed the
ghetto.

Seldon: Most of my family was killed...sisters, my motherdafather, the kids they took
us from the ghetto and right away they all werdeHil | couldn’'t even say goodbye,
nothing... | didn’'t see them anymore.

Eva: We didn’t hear anything about things going orEurope because we didn’'t have
any contact. Acts of kindness? Yes, there was@Gerenan man and he was living next
to us and he was in the police station and aftghide my father saw him and he said to
him, after my father was already hiding with thdylaand he says, “You don’t have to
worry, | took your name out of the files, you'retrizere”. So we tried after we left
Germany but we couldn’t be in contact with him awyerand | don’'t know what
happened to him.

Seldon: Acts of kindness? The people who lived in tHage didn’'t do any harm to us
because what happened is it changed all the tiffereht like Hungarian, Czech and so
on, so they were afraid that if it keep changirag they would take advantage of them so
they didn’t harm...the neighbors didn’'t harm us.

Eva: In Germany we didn’t have to hide but we were dftai go out. | remember when
| was little and when they first came and we walkedhe street. We had a very, very
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religious family living in our building and he weimto the street and there came these SS
people and they took his beard and they pulledbbeard and they took some iron and
they made a hole in his head and he was bleedidgt avas terrible what you saw, you
know. Nobody we knew even dared get involved Bistance. | was in Shanghai over
eight years. When we first came they took us ¢ocdimp, and then a year we were out of
the camp in the ghetto, and then we were backearcamp.

Seldon: | was in the camps for a total of a year. We werAuschwitz for only a short
time and from there we went to other camps workgain things. | was 22 when | was
liberated from the camps. Russians liberatedcaurp. You see, when | was liberated
from the concentration camp | was so skinny, yoowknl hardly could walk so a
German woman, a young woman, came and took me lanchéed me slowly and gave
me to eat, so | could eat something that my stontachd take. One day a Russian
soldier came to the door and he was going to rapedo | answered the door to the
Russian and he went away...l spoke a little Russihlasaid “I live here and nobody
else”, so | protected her.

Eva: We knew the war was ending because the Amerialaiiess came in and we knew
right away. And this Japanese man that was cdflimgelf the “King of the Jews’ he ran
away because he was so scared, and the Navy cahtieegncame to the camps first.

Seldon: We had no choice but to survive, because you kmswnuch as | could do, |
did, because | was brought up strong, and a Igeople couldn’t survive, but | was still
young, so | survived. One time, you know | was diggditches and | was already weak
and they threw me into the ditch. | have a friefanine, he’s passed away now, but he
recognized me after the war and he says, “Rememtmexk you out from the ditch so
you can still be alive”. In Burbank, there’s Gitiff Park and we met there and he saw me
and he says, “Remember | took you out of the ditdhdidn’t make friends in the camp,
but | have other close friends...they're all over therld, | don't see any here. | went
five times in Israel and | met a couple of friettkdat | was in the camps and so on and we
were very happy and we got together and so on. | Dave time to myself? No...the
only time you had was on Sunday you didn’t work afidyou did was looking at your
clothes to see lice so you could kill them. (layghs

Eva: | think the main thing you should know that ittsie what we tell you, because
there are people that say it never happened aad't want you to think that, because it's
very important that the youth nowadays knows it awlll never forget that it really
happened. Because God forbid | don’t wish anybodyat through anything like this.

Seldon: | had it out of my mind, | don'’t like to think aht it...at nights like tonight
maybe, | wouldn’t be able to sleep, because | bagbtthrough what I've been through
and | can’t sleep. At night | pretty much dreamkick she says...

Eva: Yeah, he gets very bad nightmares, he screamdgck&me and hits me and I try

to hold him away and then he thinks its really sbaaly and he’s getting even worse so
it's really hard you know we don’t have a good niglisleep.
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Seldon: When we transferred camps they never ask yoelloydu nothing, they say you
go here and that'’s it...we had no voice. Altogeth&as in camps for one year. | was in
a ghetto for five months before camps.

Eva: Right after the war it was so happy | don’t knbaw to say it...like a rock is off
your chest...you know that now you can get out, yoovk from this place...

Seldon: After the war, after the ghetto, | went out antddk a train to go home and on
the train | got sick. | got typhus and they dropppee of in a place in Slovakia, in a
hospital. | was there ‘til | got a little bettenc| see people bringing food for the other
patients and | was so hungry to have somethingtdecause | get very little food. So
one nurse says you are ready, you can walk a liitjeso she says to me, “I'm going to
give you the clothes but don’t tell nobody that yguat the clothes. Dress yourself and
walk out of the hospital and go toward the right g the Czech’s counsel and he’ll give
you twenty-five dollars and buy yourself what yowant...walk in and don’'t ask
qguestions”. | bought myself a lot of food and Isxsd happy to eat.

Eva: | came to America in 1947. We came to Americealbiee we tried every place we
could, my mother had a cousin here and so she wadteem. We were supposed to go
to Australia too, but my parents and my sister amd father was supposed to get a
pension but it wasn’'t enough money to go live instkalia, and my mother found her
cousin here, and she wrote to her and they sestaisgh to come.

Seldon: | actually wanted to go to Palestine. So whaipleagd is, | got documents that |

was born in Greece, and a few guys walked into ¢&reed showed the documents that
we are from Greece but we didn’'t speak Greek, sg Haid, “Get back, we don’t need

you, you're not Greeks”. (laughs) So we went tdyltaut Italy accepted us, so we were in
Italy until we came to America.

Question: How did you meet each other? (Eva and Seldom laoigh)
Seldon: By accident! (They both laugh again) It was!

Eva: | went to a dance after the war when we came Wwélethe Shanghai people and
we had a dance, and upstairs there was a singheg.dadwent with my parents and sister
to the dance and my husband (Seldon) went upstatiee other dance and then he came
down and he asked me to dance. So | danced withahd he said he wanted to go out
with me. | didn’t know him and | never lie but shiime | did, so | said, “I'm going on
vacation so if you want to go out with me call méwo weeks”. So | figured if he really
wants to go out with me he’s going to call me anlei doesn’t then he throws it away.
(laughs)

Seldon: So | went and | had two phones the same numbely.ghiel Normandy...used

to be the number N, O. | had a girlfriend, Ruth,| svas going to call Ruth and here |
dialed her (Eva’s) number and | said is that Rathhgd she said, “No, I'll give you my
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sister” and | said no, no, no, | want to talk taiyoAnd guess what...I made a date with
her, we went to a dance and who shows up? Ruthsshp! (laughs) So | said to her
(Eva) let’'s go out of here, | don’t want to be hdrgvant to go...I lost Ruth! (laughs)

The world is so small!

Eva: | was not able to reunite with any of my othenily members. | had one cousin

she lived in New York, and | hadn’t seen her angl gaassed away. | think | had another
cousin in England and I've never seen her, anadgbieof my family, my aunt, uncle and

my cousin went to Holland when Hitler came in 193Bhey went to Amsterdam and

they established a business and everything, and Witeer came to Amsterdam he took
all the people, all the Jewish people and put thmrthe concentration camp and they
were all killed. So | don’t have any family lefich my cousin and my aunts from my
father’s side were also all killed.

Seldon: And | have a big family...l had...| haven’'t now. Ri@verything, but they
didn’t help me a bit...nothing. | had to go live via family from Poland and | paid ten
dollars a week room and board.

Eva: I think | adjusted good to the end of the Holastéhut | have so many leftovers you
know...so does my husband, and its hard...| have ®Mliith that for the rest of my life.

| mean I'm forcing myself...I tell you the truth, dfced myself to come here tonight but |
had to do it, because | get panic attacks and émkmow when they come and that’s
something that has to help me. Something hasggetrit and | don’t know what that is
because that’s the little girl up there. (pointhién head)

Seldon: How did the Nazis treat us as prisoners? ThedNam the prisoners, if | was in
the camp | had nothing to do but with the Guard thek us from the factory to work and
he didn’t bother us, as long as we didn’'t run awaie didn’t bother us, he hold us like
this you know, the group, but he didn’'t bother uctually in the factory there was a
German guard and he says to me, “Over there in lteker | brought you some
food...you can go in and get yourself some”. And sbmes | jumped over from the
factory and | went into a yard, a private yard tckdood at night, fruits and so on. We
took chances a lot...we could’'ve been shot and soubiyou had to take chances to steal
and so on. There was one guy who ran away and lbheyght him back in the
factory...he was already shot, he was bleeding oeitsidthe sidewalk by the factory and
they all called us out and they showed us... “You whkat happens if you run away?
You're all going to sit here like this bleedingdeath”.

Seldon: | was reunited with my younger sister after thar.wl only had my younger
sister...one sister was here in America and the yeusigter | met between people who
were liberated and people find each other in bigeilike Budapest or Prague or big
cities. And they say, “Okay, | saw your sisteBndapest”, and | went to Budapest and
looked up and | found her there...the younger sistéom mouth to mouth, really.

Eva: Yeah, she’s still alive. My family was all tharethe camp...my parents were in a
different building and my sister and | were in Hatient building, but we saw each other.
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After the war when we came here | really didn’t édav profession and so | had to go
to...well now they call it a sweatshop. | was imaatbry and | only knew how to sew by
hand because | couldn’t sew on a machine. A girEurope does not...they go only
studying, they don't really work you know, so | didknow. All | knew was to sew by
hand, and | wasn't very fast, so | had to alwake t&job together with my sister because
she was older and she knew already more, and to kgejob | had to borrow some
tickets. They gave you tickets for each piece tloat made...piece work...and | had to
borrow tickets from my sister and pay her back beeatherwise | wouldn’'t have a job.

Eva: | have three children, two are here, the onethadther one in the middle is my
granddaughter and this is my other granddaughtgrson in law, my grandson and his
wife...that’'s my family and | have more! We had toild a new family by ourselves
because we had nobody left from Germany. | trleamtall alike but | have eleven...|
have some borrowed ones too...my grandson got maraiedl his wife is my
granddaughter just like my other ones. (laughs) diydren and grandchildren never
really heard our stories until we made the videdSteven Spielberg (Shoah Foundation)
and there at the end of it you can bring anybody want to so we brought our family,
and they said they didn't really know anything hessawe never talked about it. At first
we thought it was going to be too hard for thengeball this, but now I think everybody
should know it so we started talking now...but itaréh To make peace with all that
happened you have to force yourself. If you dtvate anything leftover like | have, so
many things that are not pleasant to live withnthéhink you can be easier and forget
faster but these are all memories when | paniccaBge when you panic you think you
are dying and that’s it, and it goes through yotiol® body and | have problems...I can’t
help it but | fight it. You see | came here aneh alking to you...and now | feel good,
you know...after | finish with things that | force ssif to do, | feel good now that I did
it.

Seldon: My birthday is October 25, 1922.
Eva: My birthday is August 1, 1925.

Seldon: When | stayed with the German lady who helpedafter my liberation, | found
things behind an armoire one day. You see a l&@eainans after Hitler took over, they
moved out the Jews, and a lot of them went intoislewlaces and took things. So that
German woman who took me in, there was a bookfélalown and | looked behind an
armoire where it fell down and there was a doorehend | moved the armoire and
looked in behind the door and there were so mamgshthere...expensive things that
belonged to Jews. And | packed myself a big babgot up and left at night and went
away on the train. | got sick on the train and sbady got my stuff, | don’t know who.
And | wind up in the hospital with pneumonia, dodt it...I stole it and they stole it from
me. (laughs)

Eva: No | cannot forgive the Nazis for what they didotrorgive. | mean, | love

everybody because that's my nature. | cannot bed ataanyone but this is too
much...this is too much. How can people be so mdam@an, this is unbelievable. But
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the Germans now, you know, they were not born get,you cannot be mad at
them...unless it starts again. Because Germany taisad anti-Semitism now and so

does here...in the Valley someplace in the JewishteCemas on the news...terrible,

terrible. It's scared that | shouldn’t come hargt's why we come and we have to talk
about it, because it's not only for Jewish peoplehere were in Germany, of course,
Jewish people first. Then came Gypsies...we had gBypsies living there and if you

were unable to work or were disabled they wereedilland also people that
were...homosexual...they also went to the camps. sSeoit only Jewish people, so you
have to have that in your mind if you're not Jewishcan happen to anybody, not only
to one person or one kind of person.

Seldon: Well, | can say | worked myself up very nice...ddit need any help from
nobody. | came United States and applied for mal@nd | got a job and finally made a
civil service test. It took me a long time it wdad of tricky, and | was a mailman. And
from mailman | got hired to carry mail and | becamaintenance manager. | was very
handy so | was maintenance manager and | retireduggrintendent engineer in
maintenance and | get a nice pension now from tisé qffice.

Eva: The message | would like to tell people is davér hate anybody and don't point
out, “You're this or you're that”...people are allilked no matter what color, no matter
what race, or what religion and everybody shoultl @eng. The main thing is no
hate...no fighting...l don’t know how to explain it...aenot hate anybody even what |
went through...

Seldon: | agree with that, yeah...

Eva: Everybody is the sameit.doesn’t matter to me...
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Rroger Crlhin
By Karla Coleman

Sacrifice By Fire

It has been sixty three painful years since theiskerof the Nazi Regime and the
catastrophic deaths of nearly six million Jewsh@ Holocaust. Holocaust, which literally
translated means “sacrificed by fire,” is the nagnen to the Nazi Party’s attempt led by
Adolf Hitler to not merely sacrifice, but extermteahe Jewish race, from 1933 through
1945. Although the Holocaust is known world-widegt many people have the
opportunity to hear about it first hand from a swov. The following is the story of Raya
Gabrina, whose immense sufferings began when slemeely nine years old and
continues to this day.

Before the years of gas chambers and concentramps, the Nazis put their
ideas into effect by destroying and terrorizing lives of Jews throughout Europe in a
process called cleansing. Among the frightened lgeapd turmoil in Holland, one shy
little girl by the name of Raya Gabrina led a ndrdewish life in a happy family. Born
in 1928, Raya Gabrina entered a world controlledthsy Nazis which oppressed her
family and her religion. She grew up in a small togalled Zamosc with a happy family
of three brothers and four sisters. Her eyes filgth tears as she spoke of her four
brothers, Sruel, Kyle, David and Mnendo and heedlsister, Hannah, Clara, and Rosa
with Raya being the youngest of the family. Shemates in recalling her father, the
business man, and her mother who baked bread &lemsday and allowed Raya to
make a twisted bread which would grow over nighithdugh the Jewish people felt
oppression, the family was still able to observstams and attend Temple on Saturdays.
On these honored days, the family dressed up arya Rad the special privilege of
carrying the Talmud, or the Jewish holy text to $kevices. Saturday night was reserved
as a social time, during which her home was filledh family and neighbors who
enjoyed her mother’s delicious and carefully madsatls and cakes. Yet the more the
Nazis took control, the more the oppression andioenrose in her hometown. Jews were
not allowed to pursue higher education and somsetihes brothers would come home
relating stories of boys who wanted to fight thend avho called them “dirty Jews” on
the street. The happy days of friends, soccer erstiteets and playgrounds was drawing
to an end.

On the day the Germans declared war, Raya, alotigother young children of
the neighborhood, sat on the steps of the candg.sé@ross the street, she saw Colfin,
an adored teacher who called to her and simply, s&d you know there is a war,”
before hugging her and telling her it might be agldime before they saw each other
again. From that day, she noticed her friends bégahsappear as they silently left the
country in hopes of protection. Even as she crietier father that her friends had left
her, Raya had no idea how quickly and drasticadly life was going to change. Her
father, in hopes of protecting the two youngestdcan of the family, sent her and her
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brother to the Poland-Russian border. They wemsparted in vehicles usually used to
transport cattle, with branches covering them seaaf Nazi bombing. There, they found
a temple as shelter along with other refugees.rTiveis took a rapid and dramatic turn

as they too became refugees in a foreign land. Difteyn had no food, and sometimes
they would have to wait in lines all night in hopafsreceiving even a small ration. It

rained, it was cold, and the children cried in t&@ple added to their grief as they stood
in line for food for countless hours only to firttht there was no more.

When Raya’s family returned to their home in Hotlamvhere they had left all
their possessions, they found it barren. All theatuables had been stolen. As Raya
painfully recalled, the Germans had taken over,thatls how it started. The “cleansing”
spread and along with it came panic and instabiye of her brothers went into hiding,
but was found by the Nazis and taken away, nevbetseen again. Germans came to her
town and arrested Jews, making them march in th& orowded traffic areas ordering
“March shnel” which means walk fast. Her father waken and her family sent to
Maidanek concentration camp. Once there, her famély separated once again, women
one way, men the other, and children yet anothete years of age, Raya was never to
see any member of her family again after that fiordiay. As the years have passed she
managed to get some information on her family. $ate has discovered that two of her
sisters were killed in the gas chambers and tweobrothers were shot as alleged spies
in front of their family.

All alone now, with only other crying and desolateldren surrounding her, she
had to face the horrors of the camp. Nazi repotarse to view them where they slept,
but they were not allowed to speak or ask questidbhe children simply had to obey
without question. Luckily, in the camp Raya met @igh officer who she had known
prior to being sent to the camp. He took her tBalish peasant family who hid her from
the Nazis. For the first time since the camps, Raga safety, food, shelter, and care.
Sadly this did not last for long. Manya, the motbéthe peasant family got word that a
German boy had alerted the Nazis that she wasdhithws. Manya simply said “Raya, |
have to let you go.”

Raya was all alone in a dangerous country. Shakind,scared to death she hid
in a nearby haystack. Manya had taken good cahrerodnd was not proud of having let
the girl go out into the world alone. She followlRdya to the haystack and whispered to
her in Hebrew “I'm Jewish too, but nobody knows.uv¥bave to be on your own.”
Unfortunately being as young as Raya was, she wakly captured by the Germans
once again and sent to a more horrific place tharhsd been before.

Upon her arrival to a new concentration camp, she sent to the clinic. In the
clinic, the infamous doctors such as Doctor Josehdéle, performed experiments on the
children to “keep them healthy” as one told RayatHis day, that is all she knows about
the various injections which were given to her awich she had no choice but to
endure. As Raya passed anxious days in the cMacyya got word that she was in such
an institute. Manya had gone to the forest to jbanfreedom fighters who were fighting
the Germans. She convinced some of her compatwotp to the nearby clinic and

- 326 -



liberate the helpless victims. Raya recalled thecass of the freedom fighters, as they
destroyed the clinic and set the people free. Sédiywever many of the prisoners did not
make it. After leaving the clinic, she was takertie Russian border where the children
were instructed to speak Russian only, and no déimguage. There was freedom there,
but largely mixed with confusion. Many liberatedspiners were there. Raya, like many
others was hoping to find a familiar face and dregnof finding her family but to no
avail. Although the heroic efforts led by Manyadibted Raya, they were never reunited
and Raya never say Manya again.

Eventually the young children were led to a kipwhere they were educated.
Along with getting an education the children hadvark hard and were not allowed to
leave. Raya, although being the youngest, was dikenresponsibility of helping the
other children stop crying and let them know tlifatmust go on. In so doing, she made a
close friend by the name of Hayka or Helen. Helgnoduced her to her brother who,
Raya discovered, smuggled people across the bémier Poland to Czechoslovakia.
Two years after being introduced, Raya married himd became the nurse to aid his
attempt to help others. She checked and vaccirtheeahildren as they moved across
borders. At the age of fifteen, Raya was married performing a dangerous activity.
She was young and naive, as she recalled, and reeneroconstantly crying, having her
pillow always wet every night thinking about hemiity. She adapted as best she could to
her new life and accepted the changes. As she diid, met people who she had
encountered previously. She reunited with Bellgpang woman who had a baby when
Raya had last seen her, but who had lost the thitgphus in the camps. She withessed
liberated people walking down the street like skais, swollen with hunger. In Vienna,
she saw a wall where Jews wrote their names ascitosged borders, in the hopes that
family members would see it and find them. In 19#b5a Russian occupied zone, she
discovered that the war was over.

After the war, Raya traveled to Austria, Vietnand aventually moved to Florida
and lived there for thirty years before relocatittg Alameda, California where her
youngest child lives. She and her husband had tiiriddren; one daughters and two son
before her husband passed away in 1967. Her childre now 60, 57 and 51 and deal
with her story, and their past in their own wayeTéldest chooses not to hear about it.
Both of her sons currently live in Israel. Raya hesde peace with that, recognizing that
one cannot force anyone else to listen to whatdoes not want to. Her youngest and
only daughter has children, who like their motharjoy Raya’s stories and ask her to
retell them often.

It has been sixty three painful years since WuMddr 1l ended and Raya is still
attempting to accept all that occurred. She stilld with depression and still dreams that
one day she will find her family, perhaps by someante, while walking the streets of
Alameda. Raya Gabrina’s story is a part of histamyd acts as a powerful voice for a
people who had previously had no say. The yeamsotl@rase such immense grief, pain,
and suffering but perhaps by allowing others to @eendividual's perspective, it will
inspire the world to strive towards peace and etudPerhaps in that way the look of
pain in Raya’s eyes can be lessened, so with tiraean move on even though she could
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never forget. Her story, her voice, and her stiemga great inspiration to the world, and
has also made a lasting and powerful impact onifay |

By Kriti Khari and Preetibala Kaur

Sacrificed By Fire

There are many people living in this world. All farf although many don’t admit
it. Even earlier, people had a life full of hargs#many lived, many died, many suffered,
many didn’t, for many people life was harsh anddtrers it was a challenge. Holocaust,
The World War I, was a big example of how peopl#esed. It was the highest level of
organized hate and the worst genocide in histopjo¢hust means “sacrifice by fire” as
Jewish people were burned into crematories. It amgexample of anti-Semitism by the
Nazi party also known as The Third Reich headedHlther who was also referred as
Fuehrer-leader. He considered Aryans as the master

During those days of Holocaust there were many lpewho suffered and one of
them was Ms. Raya Gabrina who escaped this horcatee of death; she was born on
May 25th, 1928, in a place called Zamosc in HollaBlde was born in a happy and rich
family. Her father was born in Poland and her motas born in Russia. She had 3
elder sisters named Ghana, Clara, and Roza and kater brothers named Sruel, Keil,
Mendel, and David. She grew up in Poland, in arbigl city, and lived most of her
childhood there. She spoke Polish, German, Rus¥i@iaish, and Hebrew. Her father
was a businessman, and her mom was a housewifev&hea shy but a pious little girl
because she held a Tanakh in her hand when shedvi@mlikhe synagogue with her father
every Saturday.

One fine day, Raya was sitting at the footstepsesfhouse and pondered about
where her friends were because her town seemediahes. Suddenly, she saw her
favorite teacher Colfin calling Raya towards heer keacher whispered to her, “Do you
know there is a war going on?” which made Raya 8$he ran home and asked her dad,
“Where are all my friends, Daddy?” with tears tting down her cheeks. This was the
first time she had found out about the tragic evehat were going on. Then all the
people in her town, including her family, were takeo the synagogue where the
Germans checked to see if any of them were carigimygvaluables. Eventually, she and
her family were taken to the Russian border alonity wther Jewish families by the
Nazis in cattle cars.

When they reached the border, Raya’s father gavénisecoat and said “Raya,
I'll be back. Don’t move, stay here. I'll go getrostuff. ” When he got to the cattle car,
he found out that their luggage had been takerméyNiazis - even their food. There was
bombardment going on all throughout the bordethsdSS officers left the camp to hide
and people dug out holes in which they could hidealise they didn’t want to get hit by
the bombing and many tried to escape from the carmme.Jews had no freedom at all.
Raya’s brother had a daughter named Sonja andtdidmit Raya and his daughter to be
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taken by the Nazis, so he told Raya to take Sanfad basement. Later, her brother and
Raya with Sonja were found and taken away.

The Nazis arrested the Hassidic Jews and orderedctMSchnel” which literally
meant walk fast. Her father and her siblings weaillee, away which changed her life
dramatically. As one can imagine how they would ffeer they were separated from
their family - not because they wanted it but beeatlhey were forced to. She was again
taken to a new place. It was a concentration caamped Maidanek at Auschwitz where
they were forced to wear the Star of David. Theceotration camp was a place
characterized by extremely harsh conditions in Wiiiey had to work. In the Maidanek
concentration camp there was no way to escape @mgplgowho did try to escape would
be electrocuted by high-voltage electricity throulngibed wires.

As a young child, Raya had to go through tremenddasges. Her sisters were
sent to gas chambers. Two of her brothers weredkith front of the other two because
they were accused of being Jewish spies. She, finainday onwards, never saw any of
her siblings or her parents. She was with otheerolomen in the camp. Kapos,
overseers in charge of work details and were saleftbm among the camp prisoners,
usually from any criminal or otherwise violent elem, would come in to keep a check
on them every evening.

One of the Polish Nazis saw her and tried to helpdut, as she was his sister’s
friend. He hid her among the other Polish peasamilies and many times she hid in the
hay stacks. Later on, a child who was Polish tbkl Nazis that the man was hiding a
Jew. The man got scared and so he told her to.l&heleft without saying a word and
was thankful that for some time she had safety. s#teut without knowing where she
was going.

Manya, a Polish lady, saw her alone wandering erstreets. Manya was talking
in Hebrew, which Raya hardly understood. She saidthispers to Raya, “I am Jewish
too, but no one knows. Now you have to be on yaun.b As soon as the lady left the
Nazis saw Raya and caught her. She was then taken tMengele, who experimented
on Jewish people. Still, Manya kept an eye on Randhtried to do anything she could to
save her. Manya joined the freedom fighters thaeviRolish and Jewish; they destroyed
Dr. Mengele’s clinic. Later, Manya immigrated to Miipeg, Canada and died in 2006.

Then they took Raya and several other people tdrtissian border and told her
“Only speak Polish and Russian”. Everyone on theléowas confused and all were
looking for their family members whom they hopedtould find as the Russians had
freed many people after the war. Then they wererntak a German town Nidelshlezia.
To save the children the adults were planning tadsbe children to Israel and Raya
didn’t want to go there. Later, Raya saw a man ftommRed Cross who recognized her
and told her “I know your brother’s and sisters plagtase don't tell anyone”.

Later, she was taken to a place with only kids wndhen, where she was taught
Hebrew and other subjects. She met many peopldtorwshe became very emotionally
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attached. She was very sharp and so she was eked ts go to Loach, Poland and
become a teacher. She didn’'t want to go becauselidh& want to leave her friends.
Raya noticed a girl who constantly cried, so Ragatwto her and asked her, “What is the
matter? Why are you crying?” She came to know tthatgirl’'s name was Helen and she
was crying because she was missing her parenteniddbrother was a smuggler who
trafficked people to Cyprus.

Helen’s brother, whose name was Shlamo, reallydliRaya and took her out to
several dates. They got engaged at the end of Hodbwere married at the end of 1946,
in Poland, Germany. Shlamo was born on May 3rd3182Vyshkof. He was five years
older than Raya. Raya had three children: two d@ughand one son. Her oldest
daughter, Sonja, was born in 1947 in Germany, e $el, was born in 1949 in
Holland and her youngest, Marilynn, was born in3.93er children used to ask her why
she did not choose to go to Israel but she coulsptain it to them how painful it was to
leave people who had become so close to you.

Shlamo died in 1967 due to kidney failure and laatt affected her greatly. His
death really tore her down as she feels as if ghedvery valuable thing in her life, a
really important person who loved her heartily. $3bek over his business, smuggling
people to Cyprus from Poland and Israel. She alsptwo Austria where she met her
uncle and then she went to Vietham. After a wislee went to Florida where she lived
for 30 years.

At present, Ms. Gabrina lives in Alameda, Califarnshe lives here because her
younger daughter settled here after her marriage.sdn and her elder daughter are in
Israel, where they wanted to live from the begignireven today she tells her
grandchildren about what she suffered through awvd $he suffered. She tells them how
a person has to face hardships in life and evenwhiehave hardships in life which they
have to be strong and go through like she did. &t today suffers from depression
and starts crying when she remembers those dapseTdays when the Nazis took over
and separated her from her family, and then whenfstally had a few moments of
happiness, she lost her husband.

There are rarely any people in this world who hswfered like her and still are
happy, kind, loving, and caring. We should thanld@uwat we have such great people in
our community. People like her are an inspirationdthers to be happy in any kind of
situation as many people loose hope. She rematn@igsand determined that she would
be able to go through the pain and suffering arddsth it as well. We should all think of
Ms. Raya Gabrina as a role model because she redhsirong even after seeing her own
people die one by one and was thankful that sheentathrough the painful days of
Holocaust.
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By Mary Trigg

My Childhood in Volos

Ephraim Hadjis was a Greek-Jewish child livingdreece in the midst of World
War Il. He has never told his story until now. ‘lbbked it out, | never thought about it
for a lot of years,” Ephraim said. | looked at hamd asked him what is different now,
why tell your story now? He looked at me and exp#dithat people are trying to say the
Holocaust did not happen and that he was part efldbt generation living during the
Holocaust and that it was his duty to get his starly

A city surrounded by beautiful rolling mountaipgoand alongside a seaport,
Volos, Greece was home to Ephraim Hadjis duringtithe of World War 11. His family
had lived there for thousands of years, sinceithe bf the Roman Empire. “When the
war began it was hard for the German Officers tothat we were Jewish because our
family was well educated and fluent in Greek,” Egphr explained. A local bishop from a
Greek Orthodox Church gave Ephraim’s father pagbsning that he was Christian.
Those papers, Ephraim later described had savedithenany close encounters with the
German police.

Ephraim lived with his older brother, mother arather, who sold bedding
supplies before the war. At the beginning of the,waany Jewish families living in
Volos were keeping a low profile and hiding in theomes. In 1942, the German police
took their local Rabbi and demanded a list of thére Jewish community living in
Volos. At this point it was no longer possible tet ¢py living in the town. The German
police gave the Rabbi 24 hours to get the listttogre “During those hours the Rabbi told
everyone to leave and hide,” Ephraim said. It e tthat the local Greek-Jews had no
other choice but to go into the mountains and deasaves that surrounded the city. “The
mountains were very steep running down into the’ g&gzhraim explained. “Some people
were hiding in the mountains and others by the iseaaves. We were living like
animals,” Ephraim said.

Ephraim’s family hid in the mountains. In theitogp that went into hiding were
his immediate family, two cousins and an uncle andt. Ephraim told of how hard it
was for his family to last through the harsh coodi. “During the snow period women
and children were in the cave,” Ephraim said. Ephrdescribed how his father would
come and go because of his false papers he hadfétigr had Greek papers so he was
able to go into Athens and bring back things,” Euhr said. Although his father was
very cautious about people revealing them to them@as, there were many locals that
would help hide them and bring them food. “Our tomes primarily an old Greek Jewish
community so those who were Greek non-Jews in oomaunity really helped us out,”
Ephraim said. Even with the help of local non-Jéwsas never safe to go back to their
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house. “I remember throughout the war we were adwagling, always looking for food,”
Ephraim described.

It was because of this type of hiding throughdw war that Ephraim, his older
brother and his parents survived. Not everyonethaislucky though. Ephraim lost many
family members and friends. His grandfather was/@&érs old when he was killed, and
his fathers two brothers were killed at 25 yeard ahd 36. Ephraim also lost his
grandmother, uncles, aunts and many cousins. Arh@agousins killed, the oldest was
23 years old and the youngest was only 4. Ephrascribed how Volos was one of the
lucky cities. “We were lucky in Volos; 3 out of drsived. Yet it was hard losing people
you knew and loved, but then we were thankful atghme time to not be the city that
lost 99 percent of its Jewish population,” Ephraaid. In a book that Ephraim owned,
written in Greek were the names of all the documentews killed in all the cities in
Greece throughout the war. There were many higtddjhames in the book that were his
relatives. The book stated that in Volos only 26cpet perished. In Ephraim’s family
only one cousin still lives in Volos. “Out of a fdgnthat had been in Volos for thousands
of years only one cousin remains,” Ephraim sorrdyfexplained. It was documented in
Ephraim’s book that overall in Greece about 127usamd Jews were killed, which was
90 percent of the Jewish population of Greece.

When asked about the end of the war Ephraim destrhis life and feelings.
“We knew the war was ending because British aigdgamvould drop leaflets with
information about the war on them, | remember teay well,” Ephraim explained. After
the war was over, the Jews were expected to cantimeir lives and try to pick up right
where they left off. Ephraim went right back to gohafter the war and his father began
to try and rebuild their lives in Volos. “The hastigoart after the war was waiting for
those taken to come back,” Ephraim said. “When sdeves returned to the town people
would swarm them asking if they had seen a loveslairtheirs. My aunt looked for my
cousin all the way up until the 1970’s; she didm&nt to believe he was dead,” Ephraim
explained.

After reestablishing themselves as a family it miasintil the 1950’s that an
earthquake made Ephraim’s family pick up everytrang move to America to start over
yet again. Ephraim was a teenager when they carAentwica, and he was excited about
the start of his new life. “It was the land of optmity. | kissed the ground when |
stepped off the boat,” Ephraim said. They moved&w York in a primarily Jewish
community that immediately gave his family supp6for a lot of years no one talked
about the war. We went through it; it was then aad is now. You can't live in the past,
only the future,” Ephraim explained. “We all wantedbe done with it,” Ephraim said.
Ephraim’s family made a life for themselves in Aimar His older brother still lives in
New York City today and Ephraim resides with hisenn Madera, CA.

Now after many decades have passed, Ephraimitatel think back to the time
of the war and the feelings he has towards whapdragd. “The question many people
want to ask is if | can forgive,” Ephraim explainélf's a hard question because maybe |
can forgive the debt owed but how do | forgiverfoy grandpa’s life being gone. Only he
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can do that, I'm not entitled to that. Do | haverbed, no, but some of these sins were not
done on me but on my family so | can’t forgive tbem they’re not alive. Only God can
do the forgiving,” Ephraim explained. He went ond@scribe that he has realized over
time what he lost in the war. “What | lost | couldiell you until | became a grandpa and
realized | missed experiencing my grandpa becaeseds taken from me,” Ephraim
said. Through all the trials and struggles thatwiae brought to Ephraim and his family,
his faith still remains strong. “What happened wad®rrible thing, but | don’t blame God
for what happened, | blame another human beingjt&m said.
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